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DELAMERE. 


CHAPTEK  I. 

While  Colonel  Stamer  was  bidding  adieu 
to  Heurette,  and  Bernard,  in  thorough 
disgust  at  the  failure  of  his  plan,  was 
trying  to  while  away  his  time  at  the 
Hotel  de  Kussie,  Evelyn  was  leading  a 
quiet,  uneventful  life  at  Monkhurst. 
Though  a  much  less  pretentious  home 
than  Delamere,  it  was  preferable  to  her 
for  many  reasons,  and,  with  the  exception 
of  a  few  weeks  spent  in  the  Highlands 
with    Eaymond   during    the   last   Easter 
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recess,  she  had  hved  uninterruptedly  there 
for  the  last  four  years.  It  was  her  own 
special  property,  left  her  by  her  father, 
and  not  only  was  endeared  to  her  by 
memories  of  the  past,  but  she  could 
breathe  the  air  of  heaven  there  un- 
burdened by  the  thought  that  she  was  an 
interloper.  Her  only  difficulty  was  to 
invent  some  good  excuse  to  Eaymond  for 
persistently  absenting  herself  from  a  place 
of  which  he  was  justly  proud,  and  which 
he  naturally  looked  upon  as  his  own. 
Being  of  a  studious  turn,  he  appreciated 
Evelyn's  love  for  retirement,  and  was 
quite  as  much  averse  to  society  as  she 
was.  Before  his  first  year  at  Oxford  had 
come  to  a  close  he  had  distinguished 
himself  as  a  classical  scholar,  and,  if  his 
own  tastes  were  consulted,  he  would  have 
shut  himself  within  the  walls  of  Monk- 
hurst   instead   of    roaming    through   the 
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Trosaclis  with  his  mother.  But  she  ex- 
plained to  him  that  she  needed  the 
change,  and  that  she  would  not  go 
without  him,  so  he  gave  in  at  once.  He 
had  improved  very  much  in  his  appear- 
ance, and  was  a  fair  average  height, 
having  grown  rapidly  within  the  last  year. 
He  had  a  sallow  complexion,  like  his 
father ;  but  his  strongly  marked  eyebrows 
and  thoughtful  eyes  gave  character  and 
individuality  to  his  face,  and  went  far  to 
redeem  any  irregularity  of  feature. 

He  and  Evelyn  were  inseparable  during 
the  fortnight.  The  change  of  air  and 
scene,  and  the  companionship  of  her  son, 
had  a  cheering  effect  upon  her,  and  brought 
a  glow  of  health  to  her  cheeks.  In  spite 
of  the  misfortunes  which  had  attended 
her,  she  had  preserved  her  good  looks 
and  youthful  appearance  to  a  wonderful 
degree,  and  few  who  looked  at  her  and 
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Eaymond  would  have  believed  that  they 
were  mother  and  son.  Fleurette,  as  a 
matter  of  course,  was  the  constant  topic 
of  conversation.  Evelyn  showed  an 
almost  morbid  interest  in  her,  and  if 
Eaymond's  own  admiration  for  his  fasci- 
nating cousin  were  less  decided,  he  might 
have  been  jealous  of  the  undue  share 
she  seemed  to  possess  of  his  mother's 
thoughts.  It  would  not  have  been  sur- 
prising, either,  if  from  the  spirit  of  con- 
trariety he  had  become  careless  about  an 
engagement  which  was  so  obviously 
pressed  upon  him.  His  love  for  Fleu- 
rette, however,  was  sincere,  and  his 
character  too  decided  to  be  swayed  by 
trifles.  Evelyn  had  no  reason  to  sup- 
pose that  her  son  would  refuse  to  gratify 
her  on  the  all-important  point  of  his 
marriage,  yet  she  saw  very  plainly  that 
for    the    present    his    mind   was   wholly 
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occupied  with  his  success  at  college.     He 
looked  upon  his  marriage  with  Fleurette 
as   a   settled  thing,  but   it  was  for   the 
future.    Meantime,  she  was  fast  approach- 
ing   womanhood;     while     he,    although 
nearly  two  years  older,  could  only  be  con- 
sidered a  lad.    Evelyn,  being  fully  alive  to 
this  fact,  and  fearing  that  Eaymond  would 
have  a  host  of  rivals  the  moment  Fleu- 
rette returned  to  England,  resolved  that 
she   should   spend  the   last   year  of  her 
school  life  entirely  on  the  Continent.     In  . 
Belgium  she  was  safe,  as  the  only  person 
she  ever  mentioned  in  her  letters   was 
an    elderly   maiden   lady.      In    a    letter 
which  Evelyn  received  some  weeks  ago 
from  Madame  de  Lange,  she  heard  that 
Fleurette   was   again   staying  with   Miss 
Bouverie,  but  she  had  no  reason  to  sup- 
pose that  this  visit  would  differ  in  any 
respect  from  the  preceding  ones,  which 
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had  never  been  enlivened  by  any  member 
of  the  hostess's  family. 

On  the  last  evening  of  Eaymond's  stay 
at  Monkhurst,  his  mother  brought  him 
into  her  boudoir,  and,  unlocking  her 
dressing-case,  showed  him  a  collarette  of 
diamonds. 

^^  This  is  for  Fleurette,"  said  she,  and 
her  voice  trembled  perceptibly. 

**  Your  wedding  present !  "  ejaculated 
her  son,  in  tones  of  surprise.  **  What  a 
superb  gift !  How  you  must  have  saved 
and  denied  yourself  to  be  able  to  pur- 
chase it !  " 

"It  is  for  her,"  answered  Evelyn,  and 
there  was  a  shade  of  bitterness  in  her 
voice,  "  but  it  remains  to  be  proved 
whether  it  will  be  a  wedding  present  or 
not.  You  know,  she  may  not  love  you, 
after  all,  and  we  must  not  force  her 
affections." 
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Eaymond  smiled.  **Do  not  prophesy 
evil  things,  mother.  I  do  not  fear  that 
Fleurette  will  be  capricious,  and  we  have 
always  loved  each  other.  I  should  as 
soon  contemplate  the  appropriation  of 
Delamere  by  a  stranger,  as  that  any  one 
should  deprive  me  of  her." 

Evelyn  turned  away  her  head  to  con- 
ceal the  sudden  pang  which  her  son's 
words  caused  her.  **  Believe  me,  Eay- 
mond," she  continued,  after  a  pause, 
**  your  heart  cannot  be  more  set  upon  . 
this  union  than  is  mine.  I  shall  have 
neither  peace  nor  happiness  until  it  is 
accomplished.  There  is  a  secret  con- 
cerning you  both  which  I  shall  tell  you 
the  day  you  are  married,  and  it  will  then 
cease  to  trouble  me."  As  she  spoke  she 
grasped  Eaymond's  arm,  and  looked  up 
in  his  face  with  strange  excitement. 

Eaymond  was    not   at    all   curious   to 
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learn  the  meaning  of  liis  mother's  words. 
She  had  become  eccentric  in  many  ways 
lately,  he  thought,  and  this  secret  of 
hers,  no  doubt,  was  wholly  imaginary. 
He  could  forgive  her  eccentricities,  how- 
ever, as  in  all  her  moods  she  was  so 
lovable  to  him,  and  in  his  opinion  she 
was  the  most  faultless  being  in  the  world, 
Fleurette  herself  not  excepted. 

Kaymond's  allusion  to  the  estates 
preyed  upon  Evelyn  for  many  days.  She 
had  lately  been  inclined  to  let  things 
drift.  The  question  w^hether  she  was 
defrauding  Fleurette  had  not  been  so 
perpetually  in  her  thoughts  since  she  had 
placed  miles  between  herself  and  the 
estates  associated  with  the  fraud,  and  it 
was  chiefly  for  that  reason  that  she  spent 
so  much  time  at  Monkhurst.  There 
were  other  circumstances,  too,  which  in- 
duced her  to  take  a  less  gloomy  view  of 
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the  future.  The  discoveries  which  her 
solicitor  had  raade  about  the  case  some 
years  ago,  and  which  caused  her  great 
uneasiness  at  the  time,  had  ended  in 
nothing.  When  she  started  on  her 
sudden  journey  to  London  four  years  ago, 
she  had  not  found  Mr.  Hilton  at  the 
address  he  had  given,  as  business  had 
called  him  away  immediately  after  his 
arrival,  and  her  journey  was  useless,  so 
far  as  ascertaining  anything  further  about 
Fleurette's  claim.  Mr.  Hilton  wrote  to 
her  a  few  weeks  later,  telling  her  that 
the  clue  which  he  had  thought  of  such 
importance  was  a  very  difficult  one  to 
follow  up.  He  had  an  interview  with 
Evelyn  some  months  afterwards,  when  he 
entered  more  fully  into  details.  He  told 
her  that  during  his  stay  at  Vienna,  where 
he  had  gone  to  make  inquiries,  a  com- 
munication had  been  made  in  answer  to 
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one  of  his  advertisements  by  a  woman- 
servant  in  one  of  the  large  hotels.  She 
told  him  that  beyond  all  doubt  the  opera- 
singer,  Mademoiselle  Flora  Venosti,  had 
been  married  to  an  English  gentleman 
named  De  Buthvyn ;  the  marriage  took 
place,  as  well  as  she  could  remember, 
about  eighteen  years  ago.  The  woman 
stated  that  she  was  a  great  friend  of 
Giulietta  Cellini,  the  confidential  servant 
who  lived  with  Mrs.  de  Euthvyn  before 
and  after  her  marriage,  and  it  was  from 
her  she  heard  all  the  particulars  of  the 
marriage.  It  was  a  private  affair,  as  the 
gentleman  wished  to  keep  his  family  in 
ignorance  of  it,  and  it  had  been  told  to 
her  in  confidence.  The  young  couple 
were  to  live  in  Italy  under  a  feigned 
name,  and  Giulietta  did  not  approve  of 
it  on  that  account.  The  hotel  servant 
had  corresponded  with  the  Italian  woman 
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for  some  time  after  the  marriage,  and 
knew  that  a  child  was  born,  and  that 
GiuHetta  had  the  care  of  it,  but  it  was 
many  years  now  since  she  had  any  tidings 
of  her.  Mr.  Hilton  assured  Evelyn  that 
he  had  done  his  best  to  discover  this 
Giulietta,  as,  according  to  the  hotel 
servant,  she  had  witnessed  the  marriage 
ceremony,  and  her  evidence  would  con- 
sequently be  all-important.  The  hotel 
servant  had  looked  through  her  boxes, 
and  found  a  letter  which  bore  a  date 
answering  to  the  supposed  time  of  the 
marriage,  but  there  was  no  address  on 
the  letter.  He  had  made  repeated  efforts 
since  to  get  some  information  about  her, 
but  had  hitherto  failed. 

It  was  very  apparent  to  Evelyn  that 
Mr.  Hilton  was  in  truth  pleased  at  not 
being  able  to  follow  up  the  clue,  and  in 
her  heart  she  could  scarcely  blame  him 
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for  being  prejudiced  in  favour  of  her  son. 
They  had  both  done  their  best,  and  if 
matters  were  still  in  the  same  state  of 
doubt  and  uncertainty  as  when  Eandolph 
died,  it  was  not  her  fault.  There  were 
times  when  other  thoughts  and  other 
memories  engrossed  her  mind,  and  she 
almost  forgot  the  uncertain  future  of  her 
son;  but  his  words  the  evening  before 
he  left  Monkhurst  had  a  strangely  de- 
pressing effect  upon  her,  and  her  heart 
sank  within  her  when  she  recollected 
that  she  had  left  him  in  ignorance  of 
facts  which  had  such  tremendous  signifi- 
cance for  him. 

There  was  a  walk  in  the  demesne  of 
Monkhurst  that  was  Evelyn's  favourite 
resort.  It  was  a  long  shaded  alley  at  a 
considerable  distance  from  the  house, 
where  cypresses  and  yews  mingled  their 
gloomy  verdure  with  the  brighter  green 
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of  the  larch  and  the  beech.  One  evening, 
about  six  weeks  after  Eaymond's  return 
to  Oxford,  she  left  the  house  and  walked 
towards  this  lonely  path.  It  was  early 
in  July,  and  the  day  had  been  one  of 
intense  heat ;  hour  after  hour  from  the 
cloudless  heavens  above  the  fiery  sun  had 
blazed  upon  the  hill-tops,  and  flooded  in 
golden  haze  the  wide  expanse  of  heathery 
upland.  The  air  was  still  warm,  though 
the  sun  had  gone  down  behind  the  purple 
peaks,  and  the  gorgeous  west,  lately 
aflame  with  vivid  hues,  was  slowly 
veiled  by  a  translucent  colouring  of  palest 
green.  Heavy  mists  clung  to  the  base 
of  the  hills,  and  Evelyn  shivered  in  the 
thin  white  dress,  which  she  wore,  in  con- 
sequence of  the  heat  of  the  day,  instead 
of  her  ordinary  black  one.  Her  thoughts 
were  full  of  a  letter  which  she  had  re- 
ceived   that    morning    from    her    cousin 
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Kate,  who  had  been  married  for  the  last 
two  years  to  Fred  Brandreth,  and  who 
had  recently  arrived  on  a  visit  at  Broom- 
hill,  from  a  tour  on  the  Continent.  In 
this  letter,  Kate  mentioned  that  she  and 
her  husband  had  met  Donald  Stamer  in 
Paris.  He  intended  to  live  altogether 
abroad,  somewhere  in  Germany,  he  told 
them,  and  was  going  to  leave  the  army. 
He  had  had  enough  of  soldiering  and 
knocking  about. 

Evelyn  knew  that  Mrs.  Stamer  lived 
either  in  Belgium  or  Germany,  under  a 
doctor's  care.  Was  it  to  be  near  her  that 
he  wished  to  live  abroad  ?  she  wondered. 
For  aught  she  knew,  Mrs.  Stamer  might 
have  recovered  from  her  insanity,  and 
she  and  Donald  might  be  living  in 
domestic  felicity  together.  "Was  he  quite 
forgetful  of  her,  and  had  time  at  length 
loosened  her  hold   upon   his    affections  ? 


DELAMEKE.  15 

He  had  never  replied  to  tlie  long  letter 
she  had  taken  so  much  pains  to  compose 
four  years  ago.  Was  his  silence  caused 
by  indifference,  or  by  pique  and  morti- 
fication at  being  rejected?  Evelyn  in- 
tuitively knew  the  latter  to  be  the  case, 
and  felt  a  thrill  of  exultation  at  the 
thought  that  no  idol  would  ever  be  set 
up  in  his  domestic  hearth,  unless  some 
future  day  he  could  be  united  to  herself. 
She  mourned  the  desolation  of  his  lot, 
but  she  would  have  been  less  than  human 
if  she  had  not  rejoiced  in  the  certainty  of 
having  no  rival.  Theirs  was  indeed  a 
spiritual  union,  she  thought.  In  out- 
ward appearance,  they  were  less  than 
ordinary  friends  ;  but  love  such  as  theirs 
could  span  the  cruel  leagues  of  land  and 
sea  that  divided  them,  and  bind  them  in 
a  closer  tie  than  any  marriage  contract. 
Would  it  be  a  crime  to  try  and  lessen 
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the  distance  that  separated  them  ?  Could 
harm  come  if  she  asked  him  to  Monk- 
hurst  for  the  shooting-season?  She 
expected  Fred  and  Kate,  possibly  Ber- 
nard, and  she  could  ask  a  few  more,  so 
as  to  have  a  large  house-party,  and  thus 
lessen  the  awkwardness  of  meeting  him. 
What  would  she  not  give  for  a  renewal 
of  those  days  at  Delamere,  when  he  had 
been  content  to  be  with  her  day  by  day 
without  asking  for  impossibilities  ? 

An  hour  passed  while  Evelyn  walked  up 
and  down  her  favourite  path,  struggling 
with  the  temptation  that  had  suddenly 
sprung  up  within  her.  It  was  nearly 
twilight  when  she  thought  of  returning 
home,  and,  in  the  mean  time,  she  had 
fully  resolved  not  to  invite  Donald. 
Emerging  from  the  shadow  of  the  trees, 
she  ascended  a  grassy  knoll,  which, 
though  somewhat  steep,  was  the  shortest 
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path  to  the  house.  The  far  side  of  the 
knoll  was  clothed  with  firs,  round  which 
skirted  the  wall  of  the  demesne.  Slight 
as  was  the  ascent,  it  commanded  a 
wide  sweep  of  moorland,  deserted  save 
for  a  few  huts,  and  Evelyn  paused  for  a 
few  moments  to  gaze  upon  the  peaceful 
landscape  extended  beneath.  The  last 
mellow  light  of  day  was  lingering  in  the 
far  west,  and  a  few  stars  were  twinkling 
in  the  dusky  sky.  The  air  was  still ; 
not  a  breath  stirred  among  the  gloomy 
pines  that  swathed  the  declivity,  and 
unchanged  in  their  serene  aspect  stood 
the  long  chain  of  hills,  over  which 
she  had  wandered  in  her  childhood, 
when  heartaches  were  unknown  to  her. 
The  tears  stood  in  Evelyn's  eyes,  as 
she  looked  upon  the  well-known  land- 
scape. She  stood  there  longer  than  was 
prudent,  for  the  dew  was  falling  heavily, 
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and  her  thin  dress  was  wet  from  the 
damp. 

Fortunately  for  herself,  she  was  roused 
from  her  reverie  by  footsteps,  and,  turn- 
ing round,  saw  a  servant  coming  towards 
her  with  a  letter.  By  the  lingering  day- 
light she  perceived  that  it  was  in  Kate's 
handwriting.  It  had  just  come  by  the 
evening  post,  the  servant  said,  and  as  it 
was  marked  immediate,  he  thought  it 
better  to  bring  it  to  her  without  delay. 

Evelyn  walked  slowly  home,  and  did 
not  unfasten  the  envelope  until  she 
reached  her  own  room.  Beneath  a  lamp 
suspended  over  her  dressing-table,  she 
read  the  following  letter  :— 

'^  Don't  faint  or  go  into  hysterics  when 
you  read  this,  dearest  Evelyn,  but  be 
thankful  that  you  and  Donald  have  lived 
to  see  this  day.  He  is  no  longer  a 
married  man.     The  lunatic  asylum  took 
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fire  three  nights  ago,  and  his  wife  was 
suffocated.  The  poor  fellow  risked  his 
life  to  try  and  save  her,  and  was  nearly 
killed  in  the  attempt.  If  you  are  in- 
clined to  cry  at  Mrs.  Stamer's  sad  death, 
think  how  much  worse  it  might  have 
been  for  us  all.  There  is  little  doubt 
that  her  end  was  painless.  Of  course, 
it  is  all  very  sad,  but  I  am  not  hypocrite 
enough  to  pretend  to  be  sorry.  She  was 
a  hopeless  lunatic,  and  her  life  was  no 
pleasure  to  herself  and  a  misery  to  others. 
I  thought  you  would  like  to  get  this  news 
as  soon  as  it  reached  me,  and  was  in- 
tending to  telegraph ;  but  Fred  said  it 
was  no  fit  subject  for  a  telegram,  and 
that  you  would  scold  me  for  my  pains. 
Adieu,  dearest,  till  we  meet  next  month. 

**  Your  loving 

*'Kate." 


20  DELAMERE. 


CHAPTEK  II. 

It  was  the   second  week  in   July,    and 
Fleurette,     according    to     arrangements 
made  by  Evelyn,  was  staying  in  the  out- 
skirts of  Brussels  with  Madame  Lefevre, 
one   of  the   governesses   of   the    school. 
She  was  not  disappointed  at  having  to 
spend  the  vacation  away  from  home,  but 
the  arrangement  was  not  quite  as  agree- 
able to  her  as  it  would  have  been   six 
weeks   ago.      All  places  were  the   same 
to   her    ever    since   the   memorable    day 
when   Donald    Stamer    bade    her    adieu. 
He  had  gone  she  knew  not  where,  and 
she  had  not  even  the  wish  to    see  him 
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again.  She  was  not  fickle,  but  her  love 
for  him  had  met  with  a  check,  almost 
amounting  to  a  repulse.  She  could  not 
think  of  their  last  interview  without 
humiliation  and  self-reproach,  and  her 
cheeks  burned  when  she  recalled  the 
unguarded  speeches  she  had  made  to 
him.  Her  thoughts  of  him,  however, 
were  not  all  mingled  with  bitterness.  In 
pondering  over  his  words,  as  she  some- 
times did,  she  could  not  help  thinking 
that  he  was  fettered  in  some  way,  and 
hope  whispered  to  her  that,  if  free,  he 
would  ask  no  happier  fate  than  to  spend 
the  rest  of  his  years  with  her.  Miss 
Bouverie  could  have  explained  much 
that  was  puzzling,  if  Fleurette  had  been 
more  confiding,  but  the  latter  was  too 
overwhelmed  with  conflicting  emotions 
at  the  time  of  Donald's  departure  to 
mention  his  name   to  any  one,  and  the 
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old  lady  left    Driancourt   shortly   after- 
wards, and  had  not  returned  since. 

Heurette  was  not  long  with  Madame 
Lefevre  when  she  received  a  visit  from 
Teresa,  whom  she  believed  to  be  away 
in  Eonen,  superintending  affairs  at  the 
hotel.  The  latter  explained  that  she  and 
Paul  were  taking  a  holiday,  and  that  they 
were  staying  at  Eixensart  with  some 
friends.  The  time  had  arrived,  she  con- 
tinued, in  a  mysterious  voice,  when  Paul 
would  redeem  his  promise,  and  would  tell 
mademoiselle  of  her  relationship  to  Philip 
de  Ruthvyn.  He  had  papers  which  were 
of  immense  value  to  her,  but,  as  other 
people  were  mixed  up  in  the  affair,  he 
could  not  give  them  without  the  greatest 
secresy  and  caution.  After  much  de- 
liberation, she  suggested  that  Fleurette 
should  ask  leave  to  spend  a  day  in  the 
country  with  her.    Paul's  sister,  who  kept 
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the  restaurant  in  the  Ene  Neiive,  was  pro- 
prietor of  the  principal  inn  at  Rixensart, 
and  if  she  met  him  there,  he  would  be 
able  to  give  her  the  papers,  and  tell  her 
many  things  about  Philip  which  were 
important  for  her  to  know. 

Fleurette  listened  with  absorbing  in- 
terest to  all  that  Teresa  told  her.  She 
was  enchanted  with  the  idea  of  the 
excursion,  and  readily  obtained  Madame 
Lefevre's  consent  to  it. 

The  appointed  day  was  bright  and 
cloudless,  and  Teresa  was  so  eager  to 
set  out  in  good  time,  that  she  called  at 
Madame  Lefevre's  house  before  Fleurette 
was  well  awake.  There  was  an  excuse 
for  so  early  a  start,  as  the  house  was 
nearly  two  miles  from  Brussels,  and 
they  had  to  go  into  the  town  to  take 
the  train  for  Rixensart.  They  had  a 
pleasant  walk  to  the  terminus  in  the  cool 
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early  morning.  The  sun  was  shining 
brightly,  and  Flenrette  looked  radiant  as 
a  sunbeam  herself.  She  was  impression- 
able, but  the  impressions  were  speedily 
effaced.  New  interests  and  new  affec- 
tions were  already  springing  up  within 
her,  and  her  grief  at  parting  with  Donald 
was  gradually  lessening  as  her  thoughts 
dwelt  more  continually  upon  Philip  and 
his  supposed  relationship  to  herself. 

The  travellers  reached  Eixensart  a 
little  after  one  o'clock,  and  before 
leaving  the  train,  Teresa  fastened  a  thick 
veil  over  her  face.  Fleurette  took  for 
granted  that  it  was  to  save  her  com- 
plexion, and  chaffed  her  at  having  become 
so  vain.  A  short  walk  brought  them  to 
the  village.  The  country  round  was 
thickly  wooded,  and  each  house  was  sur- 
rounded by  a  flower  garden ;  while  the 
long,  low  inn,  built  partly  in  the  style  of 
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a  Swiss  chalet,  was  specially  attractive. 
It  was  surrounded  by  a  balcony  of 
polished  pine,  and  the  windows  and  door 
cases  were  framed  in  the  same  material. 
A  large  passion-tree  climbed  over  the 
walls,  concealing  them  with  its  dark  green 
leaves,  while  fragrant  creepers  wreathed 
themselves  round  the  pillars  of  the  bal- 
cony. This  picturesque  dwelling  was  the 
first  house  they  met  as  they  entered 
the  village,  and  had  attracted  Fleurette 
before  Teresa  stopped  at  the  garden  gate. 

^^  You  have  arrived  at  the  end  of  your 
journey,  mademoiselle,"  said  Teresa, 
smiling  and  turning  round  to  wait  for 
her  companion,  who  was  a  few  steps 
behind  her.  ^*  See,  there  is  Paul  waiting 
for  us  at  the  window." 

Fleurette  looked  up,  and  saw  a  figure 
in  one  of  the  upper  windows,  partially 
screened  by  a  curtain. 
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In  another  moment  the  landlady  made 
her  appearance.  She  was  a  woman  of 
immense  size,  whom  Teresa  accosted  as 
Madelon,  and  introduced  as  Paul's  sister. 
After  the  first  greetings  were  over,  their 
hostess  led  them  indoors,  and,  conducting 
them  up  a  narrow  flight  of  stairs,  showed 
them  into  an  apartment  which,  in  con- 
trast to  the  dazzling  sunlight  outside,  was 
almost  dark.  The  ceiling  was  low,  and 
the  pillars  of  the  balcony  clustered  with 
foliage  gave  a  gloomy  aspect  to  the 
interior.  These  windows  looked  out  on  a 
long  garden  that  stretched  to  the  rear, 
and  while  Teresa  and  her  sister-in-law 
were  talking  some  foreign  jargon  together, 
Fleurette  opened  the  window. 

''Look  here,  Teresa;  look  at  these 
lovely  crimson  creepers  that  are  twined 
round  the  pillars.  I  should  like  to 
plant  some  of  them  at  Driancourt,  and 
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surprise  Miss  Bouverie  when  she  coraes 
back." 

Keceiving  no  reply,  Fleurette  turned 
round,  and  saw  to  her  surprise  that  the 
room  was  empty.  ^'  Teresa  must  have 
gone  to  look  after  her  husband,"  she 
soliloquized,  as  she  threw  herself  into  an 
arm-chair,  which  felt  particularly  luxurious 
after  the  long  journey. 

The  door  was  ajar,  and  before  many 
minutes  passed  she  heard  footsteps  in 
the  passage,  and  a  woman  servant  appeared 
with  a  tray  of  fruit  and  wine.  **  Madame 
Dufour  will  be  with  you  directly,  made- 
moiselle. She  hopes,  meantime,  that 
you  will  take  some  refreshment."  As 
the  servant  spoke,  she  placed  the  tray 
upon  the  table,  and  poured  out  a  glass  of 
wine  for  Fleurette. 

"  Teresa  is  with  Monsieur  Dufour,  I 
suppose,"  said  the  latter.     ^'  I  have  some 
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business  to  transact  with  him,  and  as  I 
have  come  a  long  distance,  I  hope  he  will 
not  keep  me  waiting." 

The  servant  looked  mystified,  and 
bustled  out  of  the  room,  though  Fleurette 
would  willingly  have  detained  her  a  little 
longer.  Having  nothing  better  to  do, 
she  peeled  and  ate  some  peaches,  -and 
then  turned  her  attention  to  a  newspaper 
which  lay  upon  the  table.  It  was  out 
of  date  and  in  no  way  interesting,  and 
the  time  wore  away  very  slowly.  On 
looking  at  her  watch,  she  found  that 
nearly  an  hour  had  passed  since  she 
arrived  at  the  inn.  Wondering  what 
could  keep  Teresa  so  long,  she  walked 
towards  the  door  to  reconnoitre  the 
passage,  when  to  her  surprise  she  found 
that  it  was  locked,  or  in  some  way 
securely  fastened  on  the  outside.  What 
could  the  servant  have  meant  by  locking 
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her  in  ?  Had  she  done  it  accidentally,  or 
was  she  being  treated  like  a  child,  or  an 
imbecile  ? 

Fleurette  felt  thoroughly  indignant, 
and  looked  round  for  a  bell,  intending  to 
give  a  loud  peal ;  but  there  was  no  such 
thing  in  the  room.  There  was  nothing 
to  be  done  but  to  wait  patiently  for 
Teresa,  and,  throwing  herself  once  more 
into  the  arm-chair,  she  took  a  survey  of 
the  room.  A  small  oil  painting  attracted 
her  attention.  She  looked  at  it  for  a  few 
moments,  and,  her  eyes  then  wandering 
to  the  pattern  of  the  paper  below,  she 
perceived  the  outline  of  a  door,  which, 
being  the  same  colour  as  the  wall,  had 
hitherto  escaped  her  observation.  There 
was  no  handle  or  any  means  of  opening 
it,  and  it  fitted  so  close  to  the  wall  that 
she  found  it  impossible  to  insert  her 
finger.      The    blade    of    the    fruit-knife, 
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which  lay  upon  the  table,  would  fit 
in  the  interstice,  she  thought,  and  be 
strong  enough  to  push  open  the  door,  if 
it  were  unlocked.  To  think  and  to  act 
was  one  with  Fleurette.  The  plan  suc- 
ceeded beyond  her  expectation,  and  in  a 
few  moments  she  was  standing  on  the 
threshold  of  an  inner  room,  to  which  she 
descended  by  a  couple  of  steps.  There 
was  one  window  in  it,  which  looked  into 
the  garden  like  those  of  the  other  room ; 
but  there  appeared  to  be  no  means  of  exit, 
except  by  the  way  she  entered.  She  was 
about  to  retrace  her  steps  in  despair, 
when  she  heard  the  sound  of  men's  voices 
in  an  adjoining  room  or  passage.  They 
were  raised  loudly,  as  if  in  altercation,  and 
she  paused  for  a  moment  to  listen.  Sud- 
denly the  colour  forsook  her  cheeks,  and 
a  look  of  terror  came  over  her  features, 
for  she  heard  her  own  name  mentioned 
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by   a    voice    which    she    recognized    as 
Bernard  Waldstein's. 

The  mystery  was  plain  to  her  now. 
The  locking  of  the  door  was  no  accident. 
She  had  fallen  into  a  trap  laid  beforehand 
for  her,  and  Teresa,  from  whom  she  would 
least  have  expected  it,  had  repaid  her 
confidence  by  treachery.  With  all  her 
nerves  at  their  full  tension,  she  again 
approached  the  spot  from  which  the 
sounds  came.  It  was  no  mistake,  no 
delusion  of  an  excited  brain.  She  heard 
again  the  voice  of  Bernard  Waldstein, 
which  alone  broke  the  stillness  around, 
so  that  every  word  spoken  reached  her. 
He  and  some  other  man,  whom  she 
felt  certain  was  Teresa's  husband,  were 
deliberately  planning  her  capture.  Money 
was  to  be  paid  by  the  one  to  the  other,  as 
soon  as  it  was  accomplished.  In  one  half- 
hour  a  carriage  was  to  be  round,  which 
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was  to  convey  lier  she  knew  not  where. 
Teresa's  haste  to  arrive  at  Rixensart  was 
now  all  clear  to  her,  and  flight  was  her 
only  resource. 

She  was  about  to  return  to  the  next 
room,  in  the  faint  hope  of  being  able  to 
make  her  escape  by  the  balcony,  when 
she  perceived  the  outline  of  a  door  in 
the  wall,  similar  to  the  one  she  had  lately 
discovered.  It  was  close  to  the  steps  by 
which  she  descended  from  the  other  room, 
and  opened  without  diflSiculty.  It  dis- 
closed a  dark  spiral  staircase,  and,  with- 
out considering  where  it  would  lead  her, 
she  ran  down  as  swiftly  as  if  Bernard 
was  behind  her.  She  had  not  gone  many 
steps,  when  she  was  rejoiced  to  find 
herself  in  the  open  air  on  the  balconj^ 
She  had  got  so  far  safely,  and  w^ith 
less  difficulty  than  she  expected ;  but 
she   felt  by  no  means    secure   yet,  and. 
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straining  her  ears  to  catcli  a  sound,  she 
thought  she  still  heard  Bernard's  voice 
overhead.  The  flowering  shrubs  which 
lined  the  balcony  offered  a  temporary 
hiding-place,  and  she  rested  for  a  few 
moments  to  collect  her  thoughts.  The 
rumbling  of  wheels  in  the  vicinity  caused 
her  to  start  again.  It  was  no  doubt  the 
carriage  hired  by  Bernard  to  carry  her 
away.  The  impulse  to  fly  again  seized  her, 
and,  hastening  along  the  balcony  as  well 
as  she  was  able,  she  reached  a  French 
window,  which  stood  open,  and  seemed  to 
invite  her  entrance.  Hearing  no  sound 
in  the  room,  she  imagined  it  must  be  un- 
occupied ;  but  before  she  advanced  mid- 
way, she  perceived  a  gentleman  seated 
at  a  writing-table.  His  back  was  turned 
to  her,  and  he  was  so  absorbed  in  his 
work  that  she  hoped  to  pass  through  the 
room  to  the   landing  without   attracting 
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Ills  attention.  Her  footstep  was  so  light 
that  it  was  scarcely  heard  upon  the 
polished  floor;  but,  noiseless  as  it  was, 
he  looked  round,  and  their  eyes  met. 
The  blood  mantled  into  her  cheeks,  and 
she  turned  round  to  escape,  for  in  the 
occupant  of  the  room  she  recognized 
Donald  Stamer. 

*'  I  did  not  know  you  were  here,"  said 
she,  in  a  faint  voice,  looking  terribly 
confused,  as  he  tried  to  intercept  her 
retreat. 

*' You  seem  very  anxious  to  run  away 
from  me  ;  but  you  are  here  now,  and  I 
intend  to  keep  you,"  said  Donald,  speak- 
ing with  an  air  of  sang-froidy  but  feeling 
utterly  perplexed  by  her  unexpected 
appearance.  '*  You  are  trembling  all 
over,  my  child.  For  heaven's  sake,  tell 
me  what  has  happened,  and  how  you 
come  to  be  here,"  continued  he,  leading 
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her  back  into  the  room,  and  fastening  the 
window. 

Fleurette  could  not  answer.  The  sur- 
prise of  meeting  him,  following  so  swiftly 
on  the  shock  she  had  already  experi- 
enced, completely  unnerved  her.  The 
colour  quickly  faded  from  her  cheeks, 
and  she  looked  as  if  she  was  going  to 
faint.  She  drank  some  water  which 
Donald  gave  her,  and  after  a  few  moments 
was  able  to  give  him  some  account  of 
what  had  happened ;  but  she  told  her 
story  in  a  confused,  nervous  manner, 
and  it  seemed  so  very  improbable,  that 
Donald  believed  a  good  deal  of  it  was 
imaginary. 

*^  Don't  fret  yourself  about  Bernard," 
he  said  reassuringly.  '^  I  shall  take  care 
of  you  myself  for  the  future ;  but  I  fear 
I  have  in  some  way  incurred  your  dis- 
like also.     Why  had  you  such  a  terror- 
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stricken  look  when  you  saw  me  here  ? 
Am  I  so  very  obnoxious  to  you,  dearest 
Fleurette  ?  " 

As  Donald  spoke,  he  took  her  hand  in 
his,  and  tried  to  read  the  expression  of 
her  face.  It  all  seemed  strangely  unreal 
to  her.  It  was  a  dream  from  which  she 
would  wake  by-and-by.  It  could  not  be 
true  that  Donald  was  once  more  beside 
her,  looking  at  her  more  lovingly  than 
he  had  ever  done  in  past  days. 

**  I  used  to  think  you  liked  me  a  little, 
Fleurette,"  continued  he ;  ^'  but  perhaps 
I  was  too  sanguine.  Since  I  last  saw 
you,  events  have  happened  which  have 
altered  my  life.  I  am  free  to  offer  you 
my  love  and  protection  now.  Will  you 
have  me  for  your  husband,  or  must  I 
continue  lonely  and  desolate  to  the  end?" 

'^  Do  you  really  love  me,  or  are  you 
asking   me    to   marry  you   because   you 
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found  out  that  I  loved  you?"  said 
Fleurette,  looking  at  him,  with  the  light 
of  a  great  joy  in  her  eyes. 

"  I  am  selfish  enough  to  ask  you  for  my 
very  own  sake.  Will  that  satisfy  you, 
my  dearest  one  ?  '*  said  Donald,  folding  her 
in  his  arms,  and  kissing  her  ardently,  as  if 
she  were  his  first  and  only  love. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

While  Fleurette  was  recovering  from  her 
exhaustion  and  terror,  and  Donald  and 
she  were  wondering  over  the  happy 
chance  that  had  brought  them  to  Rixen- 
sart  on  the  same  day,  Monsieur  Dufour 
was  engaged  in  conversation  with  Ber- 
nard in  a  room  on  the  upper  story.  There 
had  been  an  understanding  between  them 
that,  upon  the  payment  of  a  thousand 
francs,  the  Frenchman  should  hand  over 
to  Bernard  important  papers  which  he 
had  received  from  Flora's  guardian  before 
his  death.  He  had  also  promised  to  give 
him   the    address    of    GiuHetta,   the   old 
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servant  who  had  nursed  Fleurette,  and 
who  was  the  only  surviving  witness  of  the 
marriage.  Monsieur  Dufour  gave  the 
address,  but  showed  great  reluctance  to 
part  with  the  papers.  He  would  wait,  he 
said,  until  after  the  wedding.  It  would 
only  make  the  difference  of  a  few  hours, 
and  it  would  be  then  Monsieur  Wald- 
stein's  interest  to  see  the  young  lady 
reinstated  in  her  property.  The  papers 
were  much  too  important  to  hand  over  to 
a  stranger.  If  Mrs.  de  Ruthvyn  or  her 
son  got  hold  of  them  and  destroyed 
them,  what  chance  would  mademoiselle 
have  of  recovering  her  rights  ? 

Bernard  was  in  too  good  a  humour  to 
be  put  out  even  by  Monsieur  Dufour's 
obstinacy.  His  prize  was  at  length  within 
his  grasp,  after  years  of  doubt  and  un- 
certainty, and  he  could  afford  to  take 
things   easy.     He   had   not   felt   sure  of 
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Fleurette  until  he  had  seen  her  arrive  at 
the  inn,  although  a  dear,  loving  little 
note,  signed  in  her  name,  had  reached 
him  a  few  days  before,  the  genuineness  of 
which  he  in  no  way  doubted,  as  he  had 
not  seen  her  handwriting  since  she  was  a 
child.  He  had  read  and  re-read  this  letter 
in  his  room  in  the  Hotel  de  Eussie, 
where  he  had  been  staying  since  he  left 
Miss  Bouverie's,  and  had  congratulated 
himself  on  Fleurette 's  change  of  feelings 
towards  himself.  Still,  he  had  an  uneasy 
dread  that  at  the  last  moment  her  courage 
would  fail,  and  that  she  would  shrink 
from  the  elopement  which  the  Dufours 
had  planned.  It  was  with  intense  excite- 
ment that  he  watched  for  her  arrival 
at  the  inn,  and  his  heart  gave  a  great 
bound  when  he  saw  her  enter  the  gate 
with  an  attendant,  whom  he  supposed  to 
be  Madame  Dufour,  but  whose  features 
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he  was  unable  to  discern.  From  that 
moment  he  was  eager  to  bring  the  inter- 
view to  a  close. 

As  the  Frenchman  was  obdurate  about 
the  papers,  there  was  no  object  in  pro- 
longing it ;  but  the  latter  was  determined 
to  give  his  wife  time  to  prepare  her  part 
of  the  drama,  and  he  discussed  for  nearly 
half  an  hour  upon  the  best  way  of  getting 
a  statement  from  the  old  servant,  Giu- 
lietta,  who  was  too  infirm  to  travel.  He 
spent  some  time,  too,  in  sounding  the 
praises  of  his  wife,  whom  he  promised  to 
introduce  by-and-by  to  Bernard.  Accord- 
ing to  Monsieur  Dufour,  it  was  to  Teresa's 
cleverness  that  he  was  indebted  for 
Fleurette's  altered  sentiments.  Bernard, 
however,  was  disinclined  to  accept  this 
unromantic  view  of  the  case,  and  pre- 
ferred to  think  that  his  own  letters  had 
worked    the    change.      His    impatience 
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increased  as  the  hour  approached  for 
joining  Fleiirette,  and  it  was  a  great 
rehef  to  him  when  the  talkative  French- 
man took  his  leave. 

Almost  immediately  affcerwards,  he  heard 
the  noise  of  approaching  wheels — it  was 
the  vehicle,  no  doubt,  which  the  Dufours 
had  hired  to  drive  him  to  the  church — 
and,  glancing  at  a  clock  on  the  mantel- 
piece, he  saw  that  the  eventful  hour  had 
arrived.  He  seized  his  small  valise,  and, 
opening  his  door,  was  about  to  cross  the 
corridor,  when  he  was  accosted  by  a 
w^oman-servant,  who  seemed  strangely 
agitated. 

"Oh,  monsieur!"  cried  she,  clasping 
her  hands,  "  the  saints  be  praised !  the 
young  lady  is  found.  Are  you  not  a 
friend  of  Monsieur  Dufour's  ?  "  continued 
she,  seeing  the  blank  look  of  surprise  on 
Bernard's  face. 
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An  ironical  smile  curved  his  lips,  as  he 
admitted  that  he  had  some  acquaintance 
with  that  gentleman.  *^And  who  is  the 
young  lady?  " 

*^I  forget  her  name,"  replied  the 
chambermaid,  '^  but  she  arrived  here 
more  than  an  hour  ago  with  Madame 
Dufour,  and  shortly  afterwards  disap- 
peared. On  searching  for  her,  it  was 
discovered  that  she  had  made  her  escape 
by  the  balcony  from  the  room  in  which 
she  was  last  seen." 

The  blood  rushed  to  Bernard's  temples, 
as  the  conviction  forced  itself  upon  him 
that  Fleurette  was  the  young  lady  in 
question,  and  for  some  moments  he  seemed 
unable  to  articulate. 

'*  We  need  not  have  been  so  frightened," 
continued  the  girl,  pitying  his  distressed 
looks.  ^^  The  young  lady  is  quite  safe 
with  an  English  gentleman  in  the  blue 
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salon,  and  I  am  looking  for  Monsieur 
Dufour,  to  tell  him  the  welcome  news, 
poor  gentleman  !  He  was  beside  himself 
with  grief  when  he  heard  that  she  was 
missed." 

Bernard's  first  impulse  was  to  return 
to  his  room,  and  in  solitude  to  think 
over  the  unpleasant  intelligence  he  had 
heard.  He  was  too  bewildered  at  present 
to  conjecture  who  the  English  gentleman 
might  be  who  was  enjoying  a  tete-a-tete 
with  Fleurette  in  the  blue  room ;  for  the 
horrible  idea  that  she  was  lost  to  him  for 
ever  drove  away  all  other  thoughts.  He 
moved  a  few  steps  towards  his  room, 
when  he  turned  on  his  heels,  and  hurried 
after  the  chambermaid,  who  had  gone 
downstairs. 

*'  Lead  me  to  the  English  gentleman's 
room,"  continued  he,  slipping  some  loose 
silver  into  her  hand.     "  Miss  de  Kuthvyn 
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is  a  near  relative  of  mine,  and  must  not 
be  left  in  the  hands  of  strangers/' 

He  followed  the  girl  down  the  stairs, 
turned  into  a  lobby,  and,  being  pointed 
out  a  door  that  stood  midway  in  the 
passage,  opened  it,  and  found  himself 
face  to  face  with  Fleurette.  She  was 
sitting  on  a  low  ottoman,  talking  to  a 
gentleman  who  stood  near  her,  and  never 
to  Bernard's  recollection  had  she  looked 
more  beautiful.  Her  naturally  fair  com- 
plexion looked  almost  dazzling  in  its 
white  transparency,  and  contrasted  with 
the  burnished  gold  of  her  hair,  which  had 
loosened  from  the  knot  that  usually  con- 
fined it,  and  fell  in  silken  folds  below  her 
waist.  There  was  a  smile  upon  her  lips, 
and  a  look  of  delight  upon  her  upturned 
face  that  Bernard  had  never  seen  on  it 
before,  and  he  already  detected  a  rival 
in  the  unknown   Englishman.     He   had 
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entered  so  quietly  that  a  few  seconds' 
passed  before  Colonel  Stamer  and  Fleu- 
rette  were  aware  of  his  presence,  and  he 
was  unable  to  distinguish  the  features  of 
the  former,  as  his  back  was  turned  towards 
him.  The  surprise  that  was  depicted  on 
the  faces  of  both  men  as  soon  as  they  saw 
each  other  was  mutual,  but  terror  was 
also  visible  upon  Bernard's.  The  re- 
proaches which  he  was  about  to  hurl 
upon  Fleurette  died  upon  his  hps  as  he 
encountered  the  stern  glance  of  Colonel 
Stamer.  He  had  not  forgotten  the 
contemptuous  treatment  he  had  received 
from  him  at  Driancourt,  and  cherished 
an  intense  dislike  to  him  ever  since.  He 
felt  certain  that  he  was  the  victim  of  a 
terrible  hoax,  but  in  what  manner  Colonel 
Stamer  was  mixed  up  in  it  he  could  not 
guess.  Endeavouring  to  mask  his  fear 
by  an  air  of  familiarity,  he  advanced  to 
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meet  his  former  host,  mentioning  in  an 
offhand  way  that  he  had  only  that  moment 
heard  of  his  arrival  in  the  inn,  and  that 
he  had  lost  no  time  in  paying  him  a 
visit. 

'« Very  much  obliged,"  replied  Colonel 
Btamer.  *^  Perhaps  you  also  heard  of 
Miss  de  Euthvyn's  arrival,  and  have 
come  to  pay  your  respects  to  her." 

Bernard  perceived  the  taunt,  and  the 
dark  flush  of  anger  mounted  to  his  brow. 
*'I  could  not  possibly  think  that  Miss 
de  Ruthvyn  would  place  herself  in  such  a 
doubtful  position  as  to  travel  without  a 
proper  chaperon.  There  is,  however,  an 
unpleasant  story  afloat  in  the  inn  that  a 
young  lady  has  run  away  from  her 
friends,  and  has  found  her  way  into  a 
gentleman's  room  here,  and  I  ara  much 
afraid  Miss  de  Euthvyn's  reputation  will 
he  injured  by  the  affair." 
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*'You  had  better  be  careful  what  you 
say  or  insinuate  about  Miss  de  Ruthvyn, 
as  she  will  soon  be  my  wife,  and  you  will 
find  to  your  cost  that  I  am  able  to 
protect  her." 

^^  Soon  be  your  wife  !  "  echoed  Bernard, 
his  surprise  getting  the  mastery  of  his 
fears,  and  looking  at  Donald  Stamer  with 
wide-open  eyes.  *^  Are  Miss  de  Euthvyn's 
morals  so  facile  that  she  can  overcome 
her  objections  to  the  lady  whom  you 
have  so  conveniently  hidden  away  in  an 
asylum?" 

**  I  can  meet  your  innuendo,  sir.  My 
late  wife  is  dead,  and  1  am  free  to  marry 
again.  Know,  too,  that  it  was  to  escape 
from  you  that  Miss  de  Euthvyn  fled  from 
a  room  where  one  of  your  confederates 
had  the  insolence  to  imprison  her.  I 
disbelieved  her  story  at  first,  and  thought 
that  terror  had  deprived  her  of  reason,  but 
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your  presence   here   confirms  it    to   the 
letter." 

Bernard  was  about  to  make  some 
defiant  reply,  when  the  door  opened,  and 
Teresa  entered,  leaning  upon  her  hus- 
band's arm.  Her  features  were  concealed 
by  the  veil  she  had  worn  in  the  early 
part  of  the  day,  and,  taking  no  notice  of 
the  other  occupants  of  the  room,  she 
hastened  over  to  Fleurette,  who,  pale 
and  trembling,  was  watching  with  deep 
interest  the  contest  between  Bernard  and 
her  lover. 

''  Forgive  me  for  deceiving  you,  dear 
mademoiselle,"  she  faltered,  sinking  on 
her  knees  beside  Fleurette,  and  remaining 
in  that  suppliant  position. 

Fleurette  was  grateful  to  her  for  her 
opportune  arrival,  which  already  had  the 
effect  of  silencing  Bernard,  and  she 
endeavoured  to  raise  her. 

VOL.  III.  .  V 
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<<I  will  not  rise,"  continued   Teresa. 
''  I  shall  remain  kneeling  before  you  until 
I  atone  in  some  degree  for  all  the  pain 
and   terror   I  have   caused  you.      Paul, 
come  here  and  give  Miss  de  Euthvyn  the 
proofs  of  her  parentage.     You  have  often 
heard  of  my  husband,  mademoiselle.     He 
was    the    confidential    servant    of    your 
father,  and  he  lived  with  him  before  his 
marriage.     Your  heart   has  warmed  and 
your  cheek  has  glowed  as  I  have  sounded 
to  you  the  praises  of  Philip  de  Euthvyn, 
the  benefactor  of  my  family.     You  were 
only  obeying  the  instincts  of  nature  in 
loving  him  with  a  filial  affection,  for  he 
whose  memory  you  have  so  long  venerated 
was  in  truth  your  own  father.     Yes,  dear 
and  honoured  mademoiselle,  you  are  sole 
child  and  heiress  of  Philip  de  Euthvyn, 
and    these    papers    will    drive    out    the 
usurpers  of  your  property,  and  will  restore 
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to  you,  their  lawful  mistress,  the  estates 
of  your  ancestors." 

A  startled  look  came  over  Fleurette's 
countenance  as  Teresa  made  this  state- 
ment, and  she  again  tried  to  raise  her. 

'*  I  have  not  told  you  all  yet,"  continued 
the  Italian  woman,  in  a  voice  tremulous 
with  emotion,  ''  and  you  must  hear  me 
to  the  end." 

She  rose,  and  with  one  hand  threw 
back  the  veil,  while  with  the  other  she 
still  held  Fleurette. 

''  I  have  waited  for  this  hour,  to  con- 
front you  with  Mr.  Bernard  Waldstein, 
and  to  tell  of  his  base  schemes  fco  secure 
your  property  for  himself." 

There  was  a  metallic  ring  in  her  voice, 
and  a  look  of  scorn  upon  her  features,  as 
she  spoke. 

''  Yile  perjurer  !  "  cried  she,  raising  her 
voice   still  higher,  and   coming   close  to 


SSSTvonumail 


52  DELAMERE. 

Bernard  with  menacing  looks,  ^Hhe  honr 
too  has  come  when  in  Madame  Dufoiir 
your  amiable  and  convenient  accomplice, 
you  see  the  despised  and  long-forgotten 
Teresa.  Tremble  and  turn  pale,  double- 
dyed  traitor,  for  the  sound  of  that  name 
recalls  to  you  the  woods  of  Delamere, 
where,  for  a  selfish  purpose  of  your  own, 
you  duped  a  confiding  girl  into  the  belief 
that  you  loved  her.  You  thought  she 
was  like  your  thick-headed  countrywomen, 
whom  you  might  make  a  tool  of  one 
moment,  and  cast  off  the  next,  but  you 
forget  that  in  Italy  we  take  revenge.  I 
have  lived  to  pay  you  back  in  your 
own  coin — trick  for  trick,  treachery  for 
treachery.  You  thought  that  all  my 
energies  were  directed  to  advance  your 
love-affair  with  Miss  De  Euthvyn.  The 
one  object  of  my  life  has  been  to  increase 
her  instinctive  loathing  for  you.     I  have 
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been  untiring,  too,  in  my  efforts  to  collect 
the  proofs  of  her  birth ;  not,  vain  fool,  to 
hand  them  over  to  yoa,  as  was  your  belief, 
but  that  you  and  all  your  kith  and  kin 
should  turn  your  backs  for  ever  on  the 
possessions  you  coveted.  But  my  ven- 
geance is  not  satisfied  yet.  It  shall  track 
you  through  your  life — your  portion  si i all 
be  labour  and  suffering ;  you  shall  strive 
while  others  win,  sow  while  others  shall 
reap  your  reward.  Your  days  shall  be 
consumed  in  toil  and  want,  and  all  the 
ills  of  mortality  shall  assail  you." 

^*  Silence,  woman !  "  cried  Donald 
Stamer,  seizing  Madame  Dufour  by  the 
wrist,  and  endeavouring  to  drag  her  from 
the  room.  *'  How  dare  you  sully  the  ears 
of  Miss  de  Ruthvyn  with  such  language  ? 
Whatever  complaints  you  have  against 
Mr.  Bernard  Waldstein,  you  will  please 
defer  discussing  them  until  you  have  left 
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this  room  and  the  presence  of  a  young 
lady  whom  I  am  bound  to  protect." 

*^  Donald  Stamer,"  interrupted  Bernard, 
**  this  has  been  a  grand  cou;p  de  main  of 
yours,  but,  unfortunately  for  you,  it  has 
failed.  What  do  I  care  for  the  nonsensical 
talk  of  that  frantic  woman  ?  I  am 
amused  at  her  idle  threats  and  tragic  airs  ; 
but  I  warn  you  to  think  twice  before  you 
bring  forward  any  idle  proofs  to  dispossess 
the  present  owner  of  Delamere.  You 
have  chosen  to  be  an  opponent  of  me  and 
mine,  and  you  little  know  what  an  enemy 
you  have  raised.  I  shall  live  to  thwart 
your  sinister  designs,  even  if  I  should 
crush  your  life  out  in  the  attempt.  I  did 
you  more  harm  than  you  are  aware  of  in 
the  past,  when  I  had  less  reason  for 
hatred,  and  revenge  did  not  guide  the 
blow  that  I  levelled  at  you.  Believe  me, 
I  shall  be  doubly  successful  now." 
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As  Bernard  spoke,  his  clenched  hand 
came  down  with  such  force  upon  a  small 
table,  that  a  vase  which  stood  upon  it  fell 
to  the  ground  and  shivered  into  atoms. 
Fleurette,  terrified  afresh,  fell  almost 
fainting  in  the  arms  of  Madame  Dufour, 
while  Bernard  retreated  towards  the  door. 

*^  We  shall  meet  again,"  said  he, 
turning  round  before  taking  his  final 
departure,  and  looking  sternly  at  Donald 
Stamer;  *^  we  shall  meet  again,  and  you 
will  have  reason  to  remember  my  parting 
advice.  Give  up  all  thoughts  of  marrying 
Fleurette." 

His  voice  sunk  to  a  whisper  as  he 
spoke,  and  in  another  moment  he  was 
gone. 
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CHAPTEK   IV. 

Kate's  letter,  with  its  unexpected  news 
of  Donald  Stamer,  liad  such  an  engross- 
ing effect  upon  Evelyn,  that  she  forgot  the 
damp  condition  of  her  thin  cambric  dress, 
and  neglected  to  change  it  for  more  than 
an  hour  afterwards.  She  caught  a  severe 
cold  in  consequence,  which  she  found 
impossible  to  shake  off.  The  village 
doctor,  who  prescribed  for  her,  begged 
her  to  change  the  air,  warning  her  that 
if  she  did  not  do  so,  the  cold  would  turn 
to  a  low  fever  which  was  very  prevalent 
in  the  neighbourhood ;  but  she  laughed 
at  his  fears.     It  was  only  the  miserable 
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and  dejected  who  were  the  ready  prey 
to  disease,  and  she  was  no  longer  one  of 
them.  The  news  of  Donald  Stamer's 
freedom  had  brought  a  flood  of  joy  to 
her.  Life  was  fair  and  desirable,  and 
she  felt  she  could  defy  all  mortal  ail- 
ments. Still,  she  could  not  hide  from 
herself  that  her  strength  was  at  a  very 
low  ebb,  and  that,  instead  of  getting 
better,  she  was  daily  becoming  weaker. 
The  cold  had  a  strangely  debilitating 
effect  upon  her.  She  lost  all  her 
energy,  and  the  least  exertion  wearied 
her.  She  used  to  lie  for  hours  together 
on  the  sofa,  feeling  too  prostrate  to  do 
anything  but  dream  of  the  happiness 
which  the  future  had  in  store  for  her, 
and  would  only  rouse  herself  at  post 
hour,  when  there  was  a  chance  of  hear- 
ing from  Donald.  She  would  not  leave 
Monkhurst   even  for   a   day,   fearing    to 
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miss  his  letter.  It  would  be  time  enongh 
to  change  the  air  when  he  came.  In  a 
week  at  farthest  he  would  be  with  her, 
and  then  they  would  all  go  together  to 
Scarborough,  or  some  other  equally 
bracing  place,  for  her  health.  By  '*  all  " 
she  meant  her  son  Charlie  and  his 
governess,  Miss  Keats,  who  accompanied 
her  wherever  she  went. 

Charlie  had  become  a  great  favourite 
since  Eaymond  went  up  to  Oxford, 
and  Evelyn  had  not  yet  reconciled  her- 
self to  sending  him  to  a  public  school. 
He  was  taught  classics  and  mathematics 
by  the  Kev.  Cyril  Hewitt,  rector  of  the 
parish,  while  Miss  Keats  instructed  him 
in  English  and  French.  The  latter  was 
a  tall,  angular  Scotchwoman,  with  high 
cheekbones  and  a  scorbutic  complexion. 
She  was  over  forty  years  of  age,  and  had 
a   strong    Scotch    accent ;    but    she   was 
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thoroughly  kind  and  good-hearted,  and 
could  construe  Virgil  as  well  as  the  Eev. 
Cyril  Hewitt  himself.  She  was  not  only 
governess  to  Charlie,  but  useful  friend 
and  assistant  to  Evelyn  ever  since  Kate 
Penthony's  marriage,  and  had  endeared 
herself  so  much  to  her  mistress,  that 
Evelyn  was  willing  for  her  sake  to  take 
a  more  favourable  view  of  resident 
governesses  in  general. 

Evelyn's  cough  was  unusually  trouble- 
some one  day  towards  the  latter  end  of 
July,  and  Miss  Keats  and  Charlie  set  out 
for  the  village  about  six  o'clock  in  the 
evening,  to  call  at  the  doctor's  and  renew 
a  medicine  which  gave  her  some  reHef. 
They  were  not  long  gone,  when  a  tele- 
gram arrived  for  her.  She  had  fallen 
asleep  from  exhaustion,  and  woke  with 
a  start,  as  the  servant  entered  the  room 
and  placed   the   yellow  envelope   beside 
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her.  It  was  from  Donald,  she  thought, 
as  she  tore  it  open  with  trembHng  hands  ; 
but  her  face  clouded  over  with  disap- 
pointment as  she  read  it,  and  perceived 
that  it  was  from  Bernard.  It  was  as 
follows  : — '^  Expect  me  to-night  at  eleven 
o'clock.  I  have  important  news  to  tell 
you."  The  telegram  was  short,  as  mes- 
sages of  the  kind  usually  are,  and  in  no 
way  enlightened  her  on  the  motive  of 
Bernard's  journey ;  but  she  knew  that 
he  had  just  returned  from  the  Continent, 
and,  as  Donald  Stamer  was  the  all-en- 
grossing object  of  her  thoughts,  she 
believed  that  the  news  referred  in  some 
way  to  him. 

Evelyn  had  a  vivid  recollection  of 
Bernard's  ill-humour  when  last  they  met, 
and  dreaded  a  repetition  of  former  un- 
pleasantness. She  remembered  that  his 
fury  on  that  occasion  was  caused  by  the 
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brougham  not  meeting  him  at  the  Stock- 
ford  station,  and  she  resolved  that  no 
such  trivial  annoyance  should  ruffle  him 
this  time.  She  gave  directions  that  the 
croydon  should  start  without  delay.  It 
was  a  long  distance  from  Monkhurst  to 
the  station,  and  the  road  was  hilly,  and 
though  it  wanted  two  hours  of  the  ap- 
pointed time,  she  was  in  a  fever  of 
impatience  until  the  vehicle  set  out. 
Her  usual  state  of  lethargy  seemed  to 
have  given  way  to  a  spirit  of  unrest ;  a 
necessity  of  movement  was  upon  her, 
and,  not  being  able  to  compose  herself, 
she  fidgeted  about  with  the  housekeeper, 
in  the  preparation  of  Bernard's  room. 

About  an  hour  after  the  telegram 
arrived,  she  heard  the  sound  of  wheels 
upon  the  gravel  path,  and,  looking  out 
of  the  window,  was  astonished  to  see  a 
hired  carriage  drawn  up  at  the  door.     In 


62  DELAMERE. 

another  moment  Bernard  alighted,  fol- 
lowed by  Miss  Keats  and  Charlie.  What 
could  it  all  mean  ?  she  thought,  as  she 
hastened  downstairs  in  a  state  of  be- 
wilderment, being  met  by  Charlie  before 
she  reached  the  first  landing. 

'*  Just  fancy,  mamma,"  cried  the  boy, 
*' Uncle  Bernard  has  come.  He  is  talk- 
ing to  the  driver  outside.  We  met  him 
on  the  road  on  his  way  from  Marlie,  and 
he  took  us  up.  He  says  he  telegraphed 
to  you,  but  came  earlier  than  he  ex- 
pected." 

*^  I  am  fated  to  come  to  you  in  hired 
vehicles,  Evelyn ;  but  I  had  no  break- 
down this  time,"  said  Bernard,  running 
up  the  stairs  and  shaking  hands  warmly 
with  his  sister.  *'  I  found  I  could  leave 
Edinburgh  by  an  earlier  train,  and 
thought  it  as  well  to  come  by  it,  and 
not  keep  you  all  up  late." 
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'*  You  must  have  passed  the  croydon 
on  the  road,"  said  Evelyn. 

**  No ;  I  came  all  the  way  from  Leith. 
The  train  did  not  go  further,  owing  to 
some  repairs  on  the  line,  and  I  had  great 
difficulty  in  getting  a  conveyance  to 
bring  me  here.  The  time-table  set  me 
all  astray." 

Bernard  had  not  seen  his  sister  for 
many  years,  in  consequence  of  the 
estrangement  between  them,  and,  as  he 
scrutinized  her  face  by  the  waning  light, 
he  thought  he  saw  a  great  change  in  her. 

**  Miss  Keats  tells  me  you  have  been 
laid  up  with  a  bad  cold,  Evy,"  continued 
he.  **  You  don't  look  in  a  flourishinof 
condition,  certainly.  How  have  you 
managed  to  grow  so  thin  and  haggard 
looking  since  I  last  saw  you  ?  " 

**You  forget  that  I  am  growing  old, 
Bernard,    and   that    to   look    beautiful   I 
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must  have  recourse  to  rouge  and  pearl- 
powder.  You  have  taken  me  unawares 
to-night,  but  wait  until  to-morrow." 

Evelyn  spoke  in  jest,  but  Bernard 
looked  at  her  with  a  puzzled  expression, 
as  if  he  half  thought  she  was  in  earnest. 
He  followed  her  into  her  boudoir,  greatly 
to  the  grief  of  Charlie,  who  wanted  to 
monopolize  him.  The  arrival  of  an  uncle 
was  an  event  in  his  monotonous  life,  and 
he  wished  to  take  him  off  to  show  him 
his  pony  and  young  fox- terriers. 

"  Not  to-night,  Charlie.  It  is  too  late, 
and  I  want  to  have  some  private  talk 
with  your  mamma.  To-morrow  you  will 
take  me  the  rounds,  and  I  will  see  every- 
thing. Eun  off  to  Miss  Keats  now ;  I 
hear  her  calling  you." 

**  I  think  I  can  partly  guess  your 
news,"  said  Evelyn,  as  soon  as  the  door 
was   shut,    and    they  found'  themselves 
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alone.  There  was  a  smile  upon  her  lips, 
and  a  faint  flush  upon  her  cheeks  as  she 
spoke. 

**I  don't  believe  you  can,"  rejoined 
Bernard,  rather  shortly,  throwing  himself 
into  an  arm-chair.  *^  To  tell  you  the 
truth,  it  is  unpleasant  news,  and  you 
look  so  poorly  that  I  don't  know  how  to 
break  it  to  you.  It  is  about  Fleurette, 
and  it  will  annoy  you  very  much." 

*^  Is  there  anything  the  matter  with 
her?"  asked  Evelyn,  eagerly.  ^*  I  have 
not  heard  from  her  for  many  weeks.  She 
is  ill ;  I  know  it  by  your  face." 

*^  You  are  quite  wrong,  I  assure  you. 
She  is  uncommonly  well — never  looked 
better  in  her  life ;  but  she  is  engaged 
to  be  married  to  your  friend  Donald 
Stamer." 

Bernard  rose  from  his  chair  as  he 
spoke,  and  walked  over  to  the  window, 
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not  liking  to  look  at  his  sister,  and  there 
was  a  dead  silence  between  them. 

'^  I  confess  it  took  me  by  surprise.  It 
is  the  last  thing  I  should  have  thought 
possible,"  continued  he,  turning  round 
after  a  few  moments,  finding  that  Evelyn 
still  said  nothing;  ^' but,  of  course,  you 
won't  give  your  sanction  to  it.  It  would 
be  a  most  preposterous  marriage  in  every 
sense  of  the  word.  A  man  of  over  forty 
years  of  age  marrying  a  child  of  seven- 
teen.    It  would  be  too  ridiculous." 

Bernard  talked  on,  not  pretending  to 
notice  the  effect  of  his  words,  though, 
dusk  as  it  was,  he  could  see  the  quiver 
of  anguish  upon  Evelyn's  features. 

"  If  you  set  yourself  resolutely  against 
it,  as  you  ought,  it  will  all  come  to 
nothing.  My  belief  is,  that  Stamer  has 
been  carried  away  by  Fleurette's  evident 
admiration    for    himself.       She    is    quite 
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infatuated  with  him,  and  takes  no  pains 
to  conceal  it ;  but  I  don't  beheve  he 
really  cares  for  any  one  but  yourself. 
Was  there  not  some  talk  lately  about 
an  engagement  between  you  and  Lord 
Ilberry  ?  When  I  was  in  Paris  two 
months  ago,  I  heard  that  it  was  a  settled 
thing,  and  Stamer  may  have  got  wind  of 
it  too.  There  would  be  no  use  in  my 
trying  to  explain  matters  to  him,  as  he 
has  chosen  to  quarrel  with  me  ;  but  you 
Qould  do  what  you  liked  with  him." 

'*  I  have  no  desire  to  interfere,"  an- 
swered Evelyn,  haughtily,  as  her  pride 
came  to  the  rescue  and  saved  her  from 
sinking  beneath  the  news.  ^'  Colonel 
Stamer  is  free  to  choose  whom  he  likes. 
He  certainly  has  not  been  long  in  coming 
to  a  decision,  as  his  wife  is  scarcely  a 
month  dead." 

Evelyn's  voice  sounded  harsh  and  dis- 
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cordant,  and  she  felt  a  strange  numbness 
creeping  over  her.  Was  it  of  Donald 
Stamer  that  she  and  Bernard  were  talk- 
ing, or  of  some  stranger  in  whom  she 
took  no  interest  ?  Her  mind  seemed  a 
chaos,  her  thoughts  became  tangled  and 
confused.  There  was  but  one  idea  which 
took  distinct  shape,  and  she  clung  to  it 
tenaciously — Bernard  had  either  invented 
the  report,  or  been  misinformed.  It 
would  not  be  the  first  time  that  he  had 
made  false  statements  about  Donald. 
From  the  time  of  their  engagement  years 
ago,  he  had  misrepresented  every  action 
of  his.  It  was  all  a  horrible  mistake,  she 
kept  repeating  to  herself,  while  she  looked 
vacantly  at  Bernard,  and  listened  with 
apparent  indifference  to  his  account  of 
his  visit  in  the  spring  to  Driancourt,  and 
of  Donald's  subsequent  arrival.  He  gave 
a  garbled  account  of  the  boating- excur- 
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sion,  and  of  Donald's  interference,  but 
took  care  not  to  let  Evelyn  suspect  his 
own  designs  with  regard  to  Fleurette. 

*'  Your  news  has  taken  me  by  surprise," 
said  Evelyn  at  length,  in  a  tone  of  icy 
composure.  '^Fleurette  is  engaged  to 
Eaymond ;  she  knows  how  fond  he  is  of 
her,  and  I  can  scarcely  believe  that  she 
has  broken  faith  with  him  so  strangely 
and  suddenly.  I  knew  that  Donald  was 
at  Driancourt  about  two  months  ago. 
Fleurette  mentioned  it  as  a  piece  of 
news,  but  wrote  of  him  with  complete  . 
indifference.  She  mentioned  in  the  same 
letter  that  he  was  going  away  again 
soon." 

*'Ah!  that  was  before  his  wife  died," 
said  Bernard.  **  Her  death  brought 
matters  to  a  culminating-point  between 
them,  you  see.  I  saw  them  both  a  short 
time  before  I  crossed  from  Antwerp,  and 
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they  were  like  a  pair  of  turtle  doves. 
Fleurette  is  as  bewitched  about  him  as 
you  were  at  her  age,  and  she  has  feigned 
indifference  to  keep  you  in  the  dark." 

^'  I  must  leave  you  now,"  interrupted 
Evelyn,  with  a  gesture  of  impatience, 
while  a  livid  hue  crept  over  her  features. 
*'  I  am  in  the  doctor's  hands,  and  he 
forbids  me  to  sit  up  late.  Mrs.  McKay 
has  supper  ready  for  you,  and  she  will 
show  you  your  room  whenever  you  feel 
inclined  for  sleep." 

^'  By  Jove  !  that  woman  knows  how  to 
conceal  her  feelings,"  soliloquized  Ber- 
nard, as  soon  as  Evelyn  closed  the  door 
after  her.  ^^  I  know  of  nothing  short  of 
Eaymond's  death  which  could  affect  her 
more  than  Stamer's  desertion,  and  yet 
she  scarcely  moved  a  muscle.  I  would 
give  a  good  deal  to  know  what  is  passing 
in  her  mind.     I  am  in  a  dilemma,  what- 
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ever  happens,  as  it  would  not  suit  me 
for  her  to  make  up  with  Donald.  He 
and  she  would  be  comparing  notes  by- 
and-by,  and  finding  out  all  my  past 
dealings  with  Eandolph.  Such  dis- 
coveries would  bear  hardly  on  me,  and 
yet  anything  is  better  than  losing  Fleu- 
rette.  The  death  of  that  miserable  mad- 
woman has  thwarted  me  on  every  side." 

Bernard  sauntered  on  to  the  lawn  to 
smoke  a  cigar  until  supper  was  ready, 
and  while  walking  up  and  down  he 
mused  over  the  difficulties  of  his  situa- 
tion. He  could  not  count  upon  much 
help  from  Evelyn — he  was  very  certain 
of  that  fact.  He  could  not  even  fathom 
her  thoughts.  Her  coolness  and  com- 
posure were  all  artificial,  he  was  assured. 
She  not  only  felt,  but  felt  acutely;  but 
she  was  so  proud  that,  rather  than  show 
her    feelings,   she  would  sacrifice  Heu- 
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rette  to  Donald  Stamer.  Even  if  she 
intended  to  stop  the  marriage,  she  would 
keep  her  intention  to  herself,  and  would 
not  take  him  into  her  confidence  on  the 
subject. 

Bernard's  experience  of  Evelyn  was 
that  she  generally  did  the  exact  opposite 
of  what  she  led  him  to  suppose  she 
would  do,  and  if  he  could  have  watched 
her  further,  these  opinions  of  his  would 
have  been  confirmed.  Instead  of  going 
to  bed,  which  was  her  excuse  for  leaving 
him  so  early,  she  was  busy  packing  her 
things  with  the  help  of  Clarice.  She 
had  made  up  her  mind  to  start  for  Dela- 
mere  early  the  following  morning,  and 
to  telegraph  to  Fleurette  to  meet  her 
there.  Suspense  would  be  over,  when 
from  the  girl's  own  lips  she  heard  the 
truth  or  falsehood  of  Bernard's  tale ;  but 
how  would  she  exist  until  then  ?    Clarice 
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should  accompany  her  to  Delamere,  and 
no  one  else.  She  would  only  take  one 
trunk,  she  told  the  maid,  and  would  not 
disturh  Miss  Keats  by  bidding  her  good- 
bye, as  she  was  leaving  so  early.  She 
would  telegraph  from  the  railway  sta,tion 
to  the  housekeeper  at  Delamere  to  expect 
her,  and,  if  her  business  could  not  be 
finished  in  a  few  days,  she  would  arrange 
for  the  rest  of  the  establishment  to 
follow. 
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CHAPTEE  Y. 

It  is  evening  at  Driancourt.  The  sun  is 
sinking  slowly  behind  a  dazzling  ridge  of 
clouds,  and  the  windows  of  the  old 
chateau  have  caught  the  vivid  reflection, 
and  gleam  and  glitter  as  if  they  were 
suddenly  illuminated.  Miss  Bouverie  is 
tempted  out-of-doors  by  the  beauty  of  the 
sunset,  and,  while  strolling  on  the  terrace, 
her  eyes  rest  lovingly  on  two  figures, 
w^ho  sit  side  by  side  on  a  garden  seat, 
beside  a  widespreading  beech  tree.  The 
dearest  wish  of  her  heart  is  accomplished, 
which  accounts  for  the  peculiarly  happy 
expression    of    her    countenance.      Her 
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nephew  is  once  more  free.  Death  has 
dissolved  the  marriage  which  has  em- 
bittered his  life  for  the  last  twelve  years, 
and  happiness  is  at  length  within  his 
reach.  While  the  golden  light  of  evening 
falls  around  her,  she  indulges  in  dreams 
of  his  future.  Her  thoughts  then,  by 
some  strange  freak,  revert  to  the  past. 
She  remembers  his  early  engagement  to 
Evelyn,  and  the  anguish  that  he  suffered 
at  her  desertion.  Her  recollections  pass 
on  to  a  later  date,  when  the  Indian  mail 
brought  a  letter  from  him,  telling  her  . 
that  he  was  coming  home  on  leave,  and 
that  he  had  the  cheering  prospect  before 
him  of  renewed  companionship  with  a 
lunatic,  whom  he  had  married  before 
leaving  England.  She  recalls  his  return 
from  India,  and  the  ordeal  she  braved  for 
his  sake,  in  her  daily  intercourse  with  a 
being  whom  sympathy  could  not  soften, 
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nor  affection  redeem.  Yet  this  was  his 
wife — the  woman  to  whom  he  was  chained 
for  life,  and  whom  he  had  sworn  to 
love  and  cherish.  And  now  the  picture 
brightens,  and  she  sees  Fleurette.  Her 
thoughts  dwell  lovingly  upon  that  fasci- 
nating child,  to  whom  she  felt  drawn 
from  the  first,  and  who  has  proved  as 
charming  to  Donald  as  to  herself.  She 
is  as  fair,  and  fifty  times  more  lovable 
than  ever  Evelyn  Leith  was,  and  she 
gives  him  all  the  abundance  of  her  child- 
like love  ;  and  he — alas  !  Miss  Bouverie 
is  not  so  sure  of  him.  He  is  free  in 
one  sense,  and  not  in  another.  A  sigh 
escapes  her,  and  a  troubled  look  passes 
over  her  countenance,  as  she  thinks  of 
that  blind  infatuation  which  has  stood 
the  test  of  desertion  and  long  years  of 
absence,  and  a  dread  comes  over  her  that 
his    love   for    Evelyn  is  not   quenched; 
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that  it  is  an  existing  passion  which,  lacks 
but  the  slightest  breath  or  glance  of 
recognition  to  spring  into  warm  and  vivid 
life.  His  engagement  to  Fleurette  will 
be  no  cause  of  rejoicing,  if  he  has  pledged 
himself  in  a  half-hearted  fashion.  She 
does  not  trouble  herself  about  the  dis- 
parity in  years  between  them.  Donald 
will  always  be  young  in  her  eyes,  and  has, 
in  truth,  all  the  vigour  and  freshness  of 
youth  about  him  still,  while  Fleurette  has 
lost  many  of  her  childish  ways.  She 
has  grown  more  staid  and  serious  looking 
within  the  last  six  months,  and  strangers 
might  possibly  take  her  for  nineteen  or 
twenty. 

While  Miss  Bouverie's  thoughts  are 
thus  occupied,  Donald  and  Fleurette,  in 
their  quiet  seat  under  the  beech  tree,  are 
thinking  of  the  past  and  the  future.  The 
branches  are  no  longer  a  blaze  of  yellow 
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light.  The  glory  has  faded  from  the  sky, 
and  the  grey  dimness  of  eventide  akeady 
shadows  the  lawn.  The  light,  too,  has 
faded  from  Fleurette's  eyes,  and  she  looks 
thoughtful  and  sad. 

**  You  may  laugh  at  me,  if  you  like," 
she  says,  looking  earnestly  at  Donald ; 
^'  but  I  cannot  help  having  these  sad  pre- 
sentiments. I  am  wretched  at  having  to 
go  away,  and  doubly  wretched  that  you 
cannot  come  with  me." 

^^  I  will  join  you  if  you  do  not  return 
here  within  a  month.  Will  not  that 
promise  satisfy  you,  my  pet  ? "  said 
Colonel  Stamer,  drawing  her  to  him. 

But  Fleurette  did  not  answer.  The 
corners  of  her  mouth  drooped,  and  tears 
glistened  in  her  eyes. 

**  I  fear  your  first  impressions  of  me 
were  right,"  continued  he,  ''  and  that  I 
am  as  full  of  whims  and  vagaries  as  your 
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cross  old  friend,  Sir  Eobert  Ellmore. 
This  dislike  of  mine  to  Delamere  is  a 
whim,  I  admit ;  but  you  will  humour  me 
in  it,  will  you  not,  Fleurette  ?  " 

^'  I  wish  I  had  not  to  go  there  myself, 
either,"  she  answered,  in  an  impatient 
tone.  '^  Aunt  Evelyn  is  angry  with  me,  I 
know.  Her  letter  is  so  stern  and  cold,  and 
she  never  mentioned  you,  though  I  told 
her  of  our  engagement  in  my  last  letter." 

''  I  was  never  a  favourite  of  hers,"  said 
Colonel  Stamer,  in  a  tone  of  such  peculiar 
bitterness  that  Fleurette  looked  at  him 
with  surprise.  ^'  However,  I  shall  keep 
as  much  away  from  her  as  I  can,  and  we 
shall  have  the  wedding  at  Driancourt,  if 
possible.  Your  aunt  will  have  no  objec- 
tion to  the  arrangement,  I  dare  say.  It 
will  give  her  more  time  to  think  of  her 
own  wedding." 

^^  How  you  do  rave  about  Aunt  Evelyn's 
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wedding,"  said  Fleurette,  with  a  smile. 
^^  I  don't  believe  she  is  going  to  be 
married.  At  least,  1  have  heard  nothing 
about  it." 

'*  It  is  not  likely  she  will  take  you  into 
her  confidence,  dearest ;  but  when  you  go 
to  Delamere,  you  will  see  that  I  am  right. 
Her  engagement  to  Lord  Ilberry  was 
announced  in  one  of  the  society  papers 
some  weeks  ago,  and  it  was  confirmed 
to  me  afterwards  by  her  brother.  I  heard 
it  mentioned  in  another  quarter,  too, 
quite  recently." 

Donald  was  interested  in  the  subject, 
and  would  willingly  have  prolonged  it ; 
but  Fleurette's  thoughts  began  to  wander. 

"  What  are  you  thinking  of  ?  "  he  said 
at  length,  noticing  her  abstracted  looks. 

^^  I  am  thinking  of  Madame  Dufour," 
she  replied;  *^I  should  so  much  like  to 
see  her  before  I  leave.     Could  you  not 
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come  with  me  early  to-morrow  to  the 
Eue  Neuve  ?  The  train  does  not  start 
for  Ostend  until  the  afternoon,  and  we 
could  manage  it  easily."  Fleurette 
clasped  her  hands  nervously,  and  looked 
beseechingly  at  Donald  as  she  spoke. 

**  It  is  not  possible  that  you  believe 
one  syllable  of  that  woman's  statement?" 
replied  Colonel  Stamer.  ^^  I  have  not 
been  able  to  find  out  her  real  object  for 
concocting  such  a  falsehood,  as  she  has 
been  ill,  or  has  pretended  to  be  ill,  since 
our  return  from  Eixensart ;  but  I  expect 
it  is  to  extort  money.  It  almost  recon- 
ciles me  to  parting  with  you,  when  I  think 
that  by  going  to  England  you  will  be  re- 
moved from  her  pernicious  influence." 

"  And  yet  you  have  seen  all  the  proofs, 
and  have  heard  her  husband's  story," 
said  Fleurette.  *^  Why  should  you  still  be 
so  incredulous  ?  " 
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*^  The  proofs,  as  you  call  them,  are  not 
worth  a  rush,"  replied  Donald.  *^  In 
what  do  they  consist  ?  There  is  a  letter 
from  an  Italian  priest,  who  says  that  in 
the  year  1858,  Philip  de  Kuthvyn  was 
married  to  Flora  Yenosti,  in  the  church 
of  Santa  Maria,  near  Koveredo,  in  the 
Tyrol.  Also  a  letter  from  one  Luigi  di 
Lira,  who  calls  himself  guardian  of  Flora 
Yenosti,  and  who  states  that  he  witnessed 
both  the  civil  marriage  in  Yienna  and 
the  religious  ceremony  at  Santa  Maria  ; 
but  how  are  we  to  know  these  letters  are 
genuine  ?  No  marriage  certificate  is  pro- 
duced to  add  weight  to  them,  and  we 
know  Madame  Dufour  and  her  husband 
are  quite  capable  of  fabricating  them. 
Eemember,  Fleurette,  the  horror  with 
which  you  looked  upon  these  people  a 
short  time  before  they  forced  their  way 
into  my  room,"  continued  Donald,  in  an 
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excited  tone.  ^'Recall  the  conversation 
you  overheard  between  this  Diifour  and 
Bernard  ;  think  also  of  Madame  Dafour's 
culpable  conduct  in  enticing  you  to 
Bixensart,  and  making  a  prisoner  of  you 
when  there,  and  admit  that  neither  she 
nor  her  husband  are  worthy  of  your  trust. 
The  woman's  sudden  dislike  to  Bernard 
was  a  fine  piece  of  acting,  and  her 
generous  offer  to  you  of  the  proofs  of 
your  supposed  birthright  was  made,  I 
feel  certain,  with  the  hope  of  extorting 
money." 

^'  I  cannot  agree  with  you,"  replied 
Fleurette.  *'  Teresa's  dislike  to  Bernard 
is  no  pretence.  For  weeks  past,  she  never 
lost  an  opportunity  of  speaking  ill  of  him 
to  me.  But  I  am  not  thinking  of  him 
now ;  I  am  only  thinking  of  Philip  de 
Ruthvyn.  I  had  his  likeness  years  ago," 
she  continued,  in  a  musing  tone.   "  It  was 
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in  a  locket  with  mamma's  ;  but  I  lost  it. 
It  fell  off  my  neck  one  day,  and  Teresa 
said  she  was  sure  it  was  stolen.  He  is 
no  vague  memory  to  me,  Donald ;  he  is  a 
reality.  I  have  thought  of  him  so  much 
lately,  that  it  seems  as  though  he  were 
always  beside  me.  In  my  dreams  he 
speaks  to  me,  and  he  tells  me  that  I  am 
his  child." 

^^  Fleurette,  I  beseech  of  you  desist.  If 
you  had  the  most  convincing  proofs  that 
you  were  his  daughter,  they  would  be 
of  little  use  to  you.  They  would  only 
involve  you  in  interminable  lawsuits ; 
and  at  the  outset,  our  engagement  should 
come  to  an  end,  for  I  never  would  have 
a  hand  in  dispossessing,  or  trying  to  dis- 
possess, Evelyn's  son." 

*'It  is  unkind  of  you  to  think  so  meanly 
of  me,"  said  Fleurette,  looking  at  him 
with  flushed  cheeks  and  indignant  eyes. 
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<«  Why  should  you  confound  my  love  and 
veneration  for  Philip  de  Euthvyn  with 
the  covetous  desire  of  depriving  my  cousin 
of  the  estates  ?  " 

*'  If  you  proved  they  were  yours,  the 
effect  would  be  the  same,"  replied  Colonel 
Stamer,  in  a  moody  tone.  ''You  could 
scarcely  expect  him  to  keep  them,  once 
he  knew  they  were  yours  ;  but  do  not 
misunderstand  me,"  he  added,  in  a  kinder 
tone,  seeing  Fleurette's  distressed  looks. 
''  I  feel  certain  you  are  actuated  by  no 
selfish  motives  ;  yet  there  are  others  who  ' 
would  judge  you  differently.  If  the  most 
searching  investigations  were  set  on  foot, 
my  belief  is  they  would  fail  to  dispossess 
the  present  owner.  They  would  only 
bring  discredit  upon  you,  and  from  that 
discredit,  I  again  repeat,  I  must  keep 
aloof." 

*'  Surely  the  truth  of  the  letters  can  be 
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tested  secretly,  and  for  my  own  satisfac- 
tion," rejoined  Fleurette.  '^  There  need 
be  no  lawsuits,  as  I  don't  want  the 
property.  I  care  not  to  be  Philip  de 
Euthvyn's  heiress ;  but  I  pray  day  and 
night  that  the  cloud  may  be  removed 
between  him  and  me,  and  that  I  may 
know  I  am  his  lawful  child." 

^'  Fleurette,"  said  Colonel  Stamer,  in 
a  low  and  agitated  voice,  '*  may  your 
prayer  be  granted,  though  the  answering 
of  it  should  entail  our  separation.  What 
of  that,  if  it  adds  to  your  happiness,  and 
in  the  losing  a  husband  you  gain  a  father, 
who  is  infinitely  dearer  to  you  ?  " 

^'  Cruel,  unkind  !  "  sobbed  Fleurette. 
*' Why  should  we  part?  Why  should 
you  not  believe  me  ?  By  all  my  hopes  of 
reunion  with  that  beloved  father,  I  promise 
never  to  reveal  my  true  parentage  !  " 

''  You  will  make  yourself  ill,  dearest," 
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said  Colonel  Stamer,  who  was  thoroughly 
alarmed  at  the  excitement  of  her  manner, 
and  saw  the  necessity  of  putting  an 
end  to  the  discussion  at  any  cost.  ^*  I 
myself  will  make  all  the  necessary  in- 
quiries for  you,  and  will  let  you  know  the 
result.  They  may  be  a  little  different 
from  what  you  imagine  ;  but  remember, 
under  all  circumstances,  how  unspeakably 
dear  you  are  to  me." 

At  that  moment  Miss  Bouverie's  voice 
was  heard,  calling  to  Donald.  She  ap-  . 
peared,  muffled  in  a  shawl,  and  as  she 
remonstrated  with  him  for  keeping  Fleu- 
rette  out  so  late,  they  all  returned  to  the 
house  together. 
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CHAPTEE  VI. 

Though  Evelyn  had  all  her  preparations 
made  for  the  journey  to  Delamere  the 
morning  after  Bernard's  arrival,  she  did 
not  set  out  until  several  weeks  later. 
She  sat  up  for  many  hours  after  bidding 
him  good  night,  being  too  restless  and 
agitated  to  sleep,  and  was  much  worse 
than  usual  the  following  morning.  Her 
cheeks  were  flushed,  her  breathing 
laboured,  and  she  seemed  unequal  for 
any  exertion.  She  was  in  a  half-stupor 
when  Clarice  opened  the  bedroom  door, 
but  roused  herself  on  perceiving  that  the 
girl  had  a  letter  in  her  hand.     It   had 
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come  by  the  morning's  post,  and  the 
latter  gave  it  to  her,  little  dreaming  of 
the  effect  it  would  produce. 

It  was  from  Fleurette,  corroborating 
Bernard's  news,  and  the  moan  which 
burst  from  Evelyn's  lips,  as  she  read  it, 
terrified  Clarice,  and  brought  her  to  the 
bedside  at  once.  Evelyn  made  a  sign  for 
her  to  leave,  but  the  girl  took  no  notice 
of  it.  She  considered  herself  a  privileged 
person,  and  resolved  to  remain,  whether 
her  mistress  liked  it  or  not. 

'*  Leave  me,  and  do  not  let  any  one 
near  me,"  said  Evelyn  at  length,  in  a 
hoarse  whisper.  *'  My  head  aches  terribly, 
and  you  will  make  me  worse  if  you  insist 
on  disturbing  me." 

She  succeeded,  after  some  time,  in 
inducing  Clarice  to  leave  the  room, 
and  immediately  locked  the  door;  but 
Miss  Keats  was  not  to  be  baffled.    Making 
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her  way  to  Evelyn  through  a  small 
dressing-room,  she  was  as  much  shocked 
by  her  looks  as  Clarice,  and  at  her  request 
Bernard  telegraphed  to  the  nearest  town 
for  Dr.  Duff.  He  left  Monkhurst  imme- 
diately afterwards,  being  nervous  of  in- 
fection, and  knowing  that  nothing  was  to 
be  gained  by  remaining. 

The  physician  relieved  Miss  Keats's 
fears.  The  illness  was  not  contagious, 
the  feverish  symptoms  being  caused  by 
inflammation  of  the  lungs.  It  was  not  an 
alarming  attack,  and,  with  care  and  good 
nursing,  Mrs.  de  Euthvyn  would  get  over 
it.  For  the  first  fortnight  of  her  illness, 
Evelyn  submitted  passively  to  the  doctor's 
treatment.  She  understood  in  a  vague 
way  that  something  had  happened  to 
distress  her,  but  her  illness  prevented  her 
from  being  sensitive  to  acute  mental 
suffering.     Days  went  on,  however;  the 


DELAMERE.  91 

disease  gave  way  to  treatment,  and  the 
past  became  painfully  clear  to  her.  She 
could  no  longer  remain  quiet.  She  longed 
to  get  away  from  Miss  Keats,  who  kept 
a  constant  watch  upon  her.  She  wanted 
to  be  free,  to  separate  Fleu.rette  from 
Donald.  They  should  be  parted  at  all 
risk,  and  at  once ;  but  she  could  form  no 
definite  idea  beyond  that. 

Evelyn  was  barely  convalescent  when 
she  decided  to  leave  Monkhurst.  She 
took  Clarice  into  her  confidence,  but  con- 
sulted neither  the  doctor  nor  Miss  Keats. 
There  was  no  use  in  talking  about  her 
affairs  to  them,  as  she  did  not  intend  to 
take  their  advice,  and  she  was  very  sure 
that  they  would  try  to  dissuade  her  from 
the  journey.  She  took  the  opportunity 
of  Miss  Keats's  absence  one  morning  to 
put  her  plan  into  execution,  and  drove 
off  with   Clarice   to   the  railway  station 
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at  Marlie,  leaving  an  explanatory  note 
behind  her  for  the  benefit  of  her  household. 
The  day  before  they  left  Monkhurst 
she  wrote  two  letters,  one  to  Bernard  to 
an  address  he  had  left,  the  other  to  Fleu- 
rette  ;  and  she  took  little  pains  to  conceal 
her  feelings  in  the  last  letter.  Fleurette, 
long  the  unconscious  rival  of  Evelyn,  and 
adverse  to  her  from  her  birth,  was  placed 
in  more  formidable  opposition  to  her  now 
than  seven  years  ago,  when  she  appeared 
before  her  as  a  possible  claimant  for  the 
estates.  All  the  softer  feelings  which  she 
had  tried  to  cherish  towards  her,  all  the 
penitential  yearnings  to  atone  for  the 
injustice  of  Randolph,  were  swept  away. 
Fleurette  from  the  aggrieved  had  become 
the  aggressor,  and  Evelyn  was  learning 
to  hate  her ;  but  far  bitterer  and  more 
vindictive  were  the  feelings  that  burned 
within  her  towards  Donald.     There  was 
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gall  and  wormwood  in  the  thought  that 
he  had  insulted  her  by  dishonourable 
proposals,  and,  when  free  to  marry,  had 
ignored  her  very  existence. 

As  the  train  bore  her  nearer  to  Dela- 
mere,  her  imagination  drew  vivid  pictures 
of  the  lovers.  She  stung  herself  to  mad- 
ness in  picturing  their  grief  at  the  sudden 
parting  she  had  contrived.  Memory 
recalled  with  painful  distinctness  the 
exquisite  grace  and  beauty  of  Fleurette. 
She  contrasted  her  rival's  youthful  fresh- 
ness and  bloom  with  her  own  faded  and 
careworn  appearance,  and  was  consumed 
with  the  tortures  of  jealousy. 

Evelyn  had  to  break  the  journey  at 
several  places,  not  having  strength  to 
travel  for  more  than  a  few  hours  at  a 
time,  and  it  was  not  until  the  afternoon 
of  the  fourth  day  after  leaving  Monkhurst 
that  she  reached  Delamere. 
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Bernard  had  arrived  there  the  day 
before,  and  the  same  evening  they  were 
both  sitting  together  in  the  hbrary.  It 
was  quite  dusk,  and  the  lamps  were  not 
yet  lighted;  but  there  was  a  fire  in  the 
grate,  as  the  evening  was  chilly,  and 
its  fitful  flames  revealed  Evelyn's  pale 
and  sickly  features.  She  had  not  met 
Bernard  since  the  evening  of  his  arrival 
at  Monkhurst,  when  he  had  told  her  of 
Fleurette's  engagement,  and  it  was  to 
learn  the  particulars  of  that  engagement 
that  she  had  invited  him  to  Delamere. 
Yet  she  showed  a  strange  reluctance  to 
begin  the  conversation.  Bernard  made 
some  remarks  about  her  illness  and  the 
journey,  but  was  answered  only  by  mono- 
syllables. Her  mind  was  wholly  engrossed 
with  the  one  subject,  and  yet  she  shrank 
from  alluding  to  it. 

"  What  greater  pain  can  be  inflicted  on 
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me  than  I  have  akeady  endured?"  she 
thought.  *^  What  can  surpass  the  bitter- 
ness of  Fleurette's  own  letter?  and  yet 
I  have  survived  it." 

While  thus  nerving  herself  for  fresh 
revelations,  her  brother  again  addressed 
her.  **  My  dear  Evelyn,"  said  he,  in  his 
coolest  and  most  collected  tones,  ^^  you 
and  I  have  not  been  as  friendly  and  con- 
fidential to  each  other  in  the  past  as  we 
ought  to  have  been,  but,  I  admit,  a  great 
deal  of  it  was  my  own  fault.  Now,  I 
want  to  convince  you  that  it  will  be  to 
our  mutual  advantage  if  we  break  this 
reserve,  and  become  entirely  candid  with 
one  another."  As  Bernard  spoke,  he 
drew  from  his  pocket  a  small  sealed 
packet,  which  he  opened  in  a  leisurely 
fashion,  while  Evelyn  looked  on  in  silence. 
From  the  paper  wrappers  he  produced  a 
card-board  box,  which  he  handed  to  his 
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sister.  ^*  Do  not  trouble  yourself  to  think 
how  this  has  fallen  into  my  hands,"  added 
he,  *^but  admit  that,  as  I  am  so  far 
acquainted  with  the  family  secrets,  it  is 
useless  to  conceal  anything  further  from 
me." 

*'  It  is  Fleurette's  locket,  and  you  have 
had  it  in  your  possession  ever  since  she 
lost  it,"  said  Evelyn,  coolly,  as  she 
glanced  at  the  contents  of  the  box. 

^^  This  locket,  as  you  are  aware,  con- 
tains a  likeness  of  Philip  de  Euthvyn," 
said  Bernard,  not  heeding  her  remark ; 
*'  but  I  made  another  important  discovery 
a  few  days  after  it  came  into  my  posses- 
sion. I  found  a  wedding-ring  at  the 
back  of  one  of  the  likenesses.  Allow 
me,"  continued  he,  taking  the  box  from 
Evelyn,  and  unfolding  a  piece  of  silver 
paper  which  lay  beneath  the  wadding, 
from  which  he  detached  a  plain  gold  ring. 
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^*  I  have  ascertained  beyond  doubt,"  con- 
tinued he,  **  that  this  is  the  wedding-ring 
of  Fleurette's  mother,  and  that  it  was 
given  to  her  on  the  day  of  her  marriage 
by  Philip  de  Kuthvyn.  Arthur,  the  sup- 
posed husband,  died  unmarried.  I  have 
witnesses  to  prove  that  fact." 

**  If  you  think  to  surprise  me  by  these 
astonishing  revelations,  you  are  greatly 
mistaken,"  replied  his  sister,  in  an  ironical 
tone.  **  I  have  long  known  that  Fleu- 
rette  is  the  daughter  of  Philip  de  Euthvyn, 
but  her  legitimacy  is  very  doubtful.  Her 
case,  however,  is  in  the  hands  of  my 
solicitor,  and  you  need  not  fear  that 
justice  will  be  withheld  from  her.  Should 
it  be  proved  that  she  is  the  owner  of  the 
estate,  Eaymond  is  in  a  position  to  make 
compensation  to  her  for  the  losses  she 
has  sustained." 

*^  Or  to  marry  her,  which  would  smooth 
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matters  immensely,"  suggested  Bernard, 
with  a  knowing  look.  '^Ah!  that  long- 
contrived  match  was  a  splendid  stroke  of 
policy  on  your  side,  Evelyn,  and  you  did 
well  to  keep  your  secret ;  but  it  has 
failed,  and  what  will  you  do  now  ?  *' 

Evelyn  looked  steadily  away  from  Ber- 
nard, and  tried  to  check  the  tumult  of 
anger  that  was  rising  within  her. 

^*  Evelyn,  you  are  not  the  woman  I 
take  you  for,  if  you  can  abandon  a  place 
which  ought  to  be  your  son's  by  right  for 
the  sake  of  the  child  of  an  adventuress. 
You  have  not  a  nature  to  endure  reverses 
quietly.  You  may  think  beforehand  that 
it  is  an  easy  thing  to  exchange  wealth  for 
comparative  poverty,  but  you  have  not 
tried  the  experiment.  All  your  secret 
thoughts  and  actions  have  not  yet  been 
subjected  to  comments  and  cavillings. 
Courted,  honoured,  and  admired,  you  are 
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the  mistress  of  Delamere ;  and  sucli  you 
may  remain,  unless  some  mad  freak  drives 
you  hence.  Eenounce  the  estates,  and 
you  will  be  looked  upon  as  the  perpetrator 
of  a  long-sustained  fraud.  You  will  never 
get  the  credit  of  an  honest  surrender.  It 
will  be  looked  upon  as  a  matter  of  neces- 
sity, not  choice  ;  for  who  would  think  joii 
were  insane  enough  to  employ  a  solicitor 
to  procure  your  own  and  your  son's  down- 
fall ?  You  will  be  condemned  on  all  sides, 
but  chiefly  by  Eaymond,  who  will  be 
little  obliged  to  you  for  conniving  to  dis- 
inherit him.  And  for  whom,  forsooth, 
will  you  have  acted  with  such  magna- 
nimity ?  For  your  husband's  niece,  who 
has  already  inflicted  an  injury  upon  you 
that  women  rarely  forgive  ;  for  Fleurette, 
who,  young  and  beautiful,  is  ready  to 
bestow  herself  and  her  possessions  upon 
Donald   Stamer,  from  whom  she  is  now 
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receiving  vows  as  loving  and  tender  as 
he  once  addressed  to  you.  Evelyn,  are 
yon  human  that  you  can  meditate  such 
self-sacrifice  ?  " 

<«  Why  do  you  meddle  with  my  mis- 
fortunes ?  "  said  Evelyn,  in  a  low  voice. 
*^  What  are  they  to  you  ?  You  can  neither 
make  them  hetter  nor  worse." 

*^  It  remains  to  be  proved  whether  I 
can  or  not.  I  can  do  much  with  your 
aid  and  connivance.  I  can  marry  Fleu- 
rette,  and  so  remove  her  from  your  path, 
and  leave  your  son  in  undisturbed  posses- 
sion of  Delamere." 

'*  You  can  marry  Fleurette !  "  said 
Evelyn,  starting  up  in  her  excitement, 
and  approaching  him  with  a  wild  light  in 
her  eyes. 

"  Yes,  certainly.  Why  not  ?  "  rejoined 
Bernard,  who  at  a  glance  interpreted  the 
eager  expression  of  his  sister.     *'  I  thought 
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I  should  put  the  subject  in  an  interesting 
light  to  you,"  continued  he,  with  a  smile. 

Evelyn  had  thought  of  many  plans  for 
separating  Fleurette  from  Donald,  but 
Bernard's  idea  had  never  occurred  to  her. 
In  a  moment  she  saw  the  fresh  chances 
in  her  favour,  and,  as  she  dwelt  upon  his 
crafty  character  and  strong  tenacity  of 
purpose,  a  smile  of  triumph  parted  her 
lips. 

She  sat  down  again,  while  Bernard 
drew  his  chair  nearer  to  the  fire,  and 
commenced  poking  it  in  an  absent  manner. 

"I  do  not  want  to  conceal  from  you," 
said  he,  **that  there  are  difficulties  to 
overcome  in  the  plan  I  have  proposed. 
Fleurette  is  a  Httle  uncertain  in  her 
temper,  and  our  love-making  up  to  the 
present  has  not  progressed  satisfactorily. 
Now,  in  this  matter  you  can  help  me. 
You  mentioned  in  your  letter  that  you 
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expected  her  here  in  a  few  days.  You 
must  bring  all  your  powers  of  persuasion 
to  bear  upon  her  from  the  moment  she 
arrives;  you  must  entreat,  cajole,  and 
finally  command  her  as  guardian.  I  will 
open  her  eyes  to  the  fact  that  Donald 
Stamer  cares  nothing  for  her,  which  will 
bring  her  to  her  senses  more  than  any- 
thing. In  bitterness  of  spirit  she  will 
give  him  up,  and  then  our  marriage  must 
take  place  at  once." 

'*  But  what  will  Eaymond  say  to  it  ?" 
interrupted  Evelyn,  who  suddenly  thought 
of  her  son's  interest  in  the  question. 
*'Why  should  we  not  work  upon  her 
feelings  to  marry  him  ?  He  is  passionately 
fond  of  her,  and  she  has  been  engaged  to 
him  since  she  was  a  child." 

'^^  Don't  talk  such  rubbish  to  me!" 
interrupted  Bernard,  fiercely.  ''  Passion- 
ately fond  of  hM,  indeed  !     He  is  too 
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absorbed  in  his  books  to  know  wbat  love 
means.  Your  own  judgment  must  con- 
vince you  that,  even  if  Fleurette  were 
willing  to  abide  by  such  an  engagement, 
the  marriage  could  not  take  place  until  he 
comes  of  age,  and  do  you  think  we  could 
keep  Donald  Stamer  quiet  all  that  time  ? 
No  ;  she  must  be  tied  fast  and  secure  to 
some  one  within  the  next  month  or  two, 
or  Colonel  Stamer  will  make  her  his  own, 
in  spite  of  all  your  lamentations." 

^^  For  heaven's  sake,  do  what  you  like, 
but  torment  me  no  more  about  her,"  said 
Evelyn,  who  was  stung  to  madness  by 
every  fresh  allusion  to  Donald  Stamer. 
*^  Do  not  think  that  I  care  what  becomes 
of  her,"  she  said,  with  increasing  bitter- 
ness, '^  Take  her  away,  and  let  me  never 
see  her  again,  and  you  will  confer  the 
greatest  earthly  obligation  upon  me." 

'^I  am  glad  that  you  have  come  round 
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to  see  things  in  this  light,"  rejoined  her 
brother.  *'  I  feared  you  would  persist  in 
making  some  useless  opposition  as  regards 
Kaymond,  but  now  we  must  consider 
another  point  of  the  matter.  It  is 
scarcely  necessary  to  remind  you  that  I 
must  receive  some  compensation  for  sacri- 
ficing myself  for  you  and  your  son's 
interests.  Forcing  an  unwilling  bride 
upon  myself  I  naturally  consider  a  very 
great  sacrifice." 

"Oh,  of  course,  you  must  be  paid;  I 
was  quite  forgetting  about  that,"  replied 
Evelyn,  wearily. 

"  A  third  of  the  rental  of  Delamere 
settled  on  my  wife  is  what  I  demand, 
and,  all  things  considered,  you  will  admit 
it  is  a  very  modest  request.  When 
Eaymond  signs  a  contract  to  that  effect, 
and  I  will  trust  to  his  ratifying  it  when 
of  age,  the  proofs  of  Fleurette's  parentage 
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shall  be  destroyed.  No  one,  of  course, 
need  be  told  of  the  true  nature  of  this 
very  reasonable  arrangement." 

^'  Your  contract  will  be  merely  waste 
paper,  if  my  solicitor  proves  Fleurette's 
legitimacy.  You  forget  that  he  is  engaged 
in  the  case,"  said  Evelyn. 

"  I  am  not  afraid  of  anything  that  he 
has  discovered  as  yet ;  besides,  you  can 
easily  allow  him  to  let  the  matter  slide 
with  the  time-honoured  festina  lente  of 
the  law.  The  Italian  girl  who  had  the 
charge  of  Fleurette  years  ago  has  letters 
which  are  worth  something,  but  none  of 
us  have  got  the  marriage  certificate, 
which  is  the  most  important  document  of 
all.  It  must  have  fallen  into  Eandolph's 
hands,  and  may  possibly  be  among  his 
papers.  I  shall  make  a  search  to-morrow 
for  it  myself." 

**  You  may  save  yourself  the  trouble,'* 
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said  Evelyn;   ^' Mr.  Hilton  spent  half  a 
day  in  searching  for  it  without  success." 

*^  Then,  Eandolph  must  have  destroyed 
it,  for  there  is  little  doubt  that  Philip 
gave  it  to  him.  I  am  surprised  that  he  let 
the  locket  escape.  It  put  me  on  the  scent 
of  the  child's  status  seven  years  ago." 

/'You  would  be  a  great  acquisition  to 
Scotland  Yard,"  said  Evelyn,  with  a  bitter 
•smile;  ''but,  clever  as  you  are,  I  don't 
think  you  will  find  the  marriage  cer- 
tificate." 

"  I  won't  waste  my  time  looking  for  it, 
in  that  case,"  rejoined  her  broth e!r. 
"  Perhaps  the  best  way  I  can  employ  my 
leisure  until  Fleurette  arrives  is  by  taking 
a  run  to  Oxford.  I  have  a  lot  of  papers 
to  show  Raymond  ;  among  others  a 
memoir  of  Flora,  written  by  Philip,  in 
which  he  constantly  alludes  to  her  as  his 
wife.     He  talks. of  his  child  also,  and  I 
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think,  when  Eaymond  reads  it,  he  will 
have  little  doubt  that  Fleurette  is  the 
lawful  owner  of  the  property." 

*^You  must  not  speak  to  him  until  I 
have  broken  the  news  to  him  first  myself," 
cried  Evelyn,  in  a  voice  of  unmistakable 
anguish.  '*  He  knows  nothing  about  it 
yet.  You  can  spare  me  in  this  one 
instance,  surely." 

*^  So  he  knows  nothing  about  it," 
replied  Bernard,  elevating  his  eyebrows. 
/<  Why,  I  inferred  from  what  you  said  a 
moment  ago,  that  you  and  he  had 
arranged  to  restore  the  property." 

**  I  had  everything  arranged  myself, 
and  was  only  waiting  the  resulfc  of  Mr. 
Hilton's  investigations.  Since  my  illness 
I  have  had  no  opportunity  of  speaking 
to  Raymond;  but  I  will  write  to  him 
at  once,  and  then  you  may  do  what  you 
like." 
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As  Evelyn  spoke,  she  rose  from  her 
chair  to  put  an  end  to  a  conversation 
which  had  taxed  her  strength  beyond 
endurance.  Bernard  followed  her  to  the 
door,  and  took  hold  of  her  hand. 

"When    do  you   expect    Fleurette?" 
said  he,  in  a  low  tone,  as  he  opened  the 
door  for  her. 
•  *'  The  day  after  to-morrow." 

"  Then,  I  shall  not  go  to  Oxford  until 
afterwards,  and  if  we  are  expeditious  we 
may  have  the  wedding  over  before  I  need 
see  Eaymond." 

"  What  if  she  should  persistently  refuse 
to  marry  you." 

'*  I  am  not  uneasy  on  the  subject,  my 
dear  Evelyn.  Just  leave  everything  to 
me.  All  you  need  do  is,  use  your  per- 
suasions, and  give  me  carte  blanche  to 
act  as  I  think  best.  If  I  don't  marry  her, 
Donald  Stamer  shan't,  at  any  rate ;  we 
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are  both  agreed  on  that  point.  I  won't 
detain  you  any  longer  now,"  he  con- 
tinued, releasing  her  hand.  *^  Go  to 
sleep,  carissimay  and  take  a  more  hopeful 
view  of  the  future." 
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CHAPTEK  VII. 

Donald  was  in  a  very  unenviable  frame 
of  mind  as  he  bade  good-bye  to  Fleurette 
onboard  the  Ostend  steamer.  His  silence 
and  pre-occiipation  did  not  escape  her 
notice,  but  she  did  not  wonder  at  it.  It 
was  only  natural  that  he  should  be  de- 
jected on  the  eve  of  bidding  her  farewell. 
She  was  depressed  herself,  and  it  con- 
soled her  to  think  that  he  should  also 
feel  the  bitterness  of  separation ;  but,  in 
truth,  the  mere  parting  weighed  but  httle 
with  him.  The  unexpected  revelations 
which  had  been  made  to  him  about  her 
birth   were   the    real   cause    of   his    pre- 
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occupation.  Though  he  had  affected  to 
treat  Teresa's  story  with  contempt  and 
indifference,  it  had  startled  him  con- 
siderably, and  his  mind  was  filled  with 
misgivings  for  the  future.  Few  would  con- 
sider the  chance  of  prospective  wealth  as 
a  misfortune,  but  Donald  could  conceive 
no  greater  calamity  than  that  Fleurette, 
rightly  or  wrongly,  should  be  recognized 
as  the  owner  of  Delamere.  He  was  in 
a  dilemma  from  which  there  was  no  pos- 
sibility of  extricating  himself.  He  could 
not  willingly  contemplate  breaking  off  his 
engagement  with  Fleurette.  Though  he 
had  never  loved  her  as  he  had  loved 
Evelyn,  yet  she  had  entwined  herself 
round  his  affections — she  soothed  and 
consoled  him  in  his  hours  of  loneliness 
and  dejection,  and  he  knew  that  she  was 
devotedly  attached  to  him ;  but  to  marry 
her,  knowing   that   she  must  eventually 
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drive  Eaymond  from  Delamere,  was 
utterly  irapossible.  He  had  pledged  him- 
self, however,  to  solve  the  enigma  of  her 
history,  and  he  felt  all  the  more  hound 
to  do  so  as  she  placed  such  implicit  con- 
fidence in  him. 

He  called  at  the  Eue  Neuve  on  his 
return  to  Brussels,  and  saw  both  Teresa 
and  her  husband.  Fleurette  had  deputed 
him  to  pay  the  visit  for  her,  and  had  not 
insisted  upon  seeing  them  herself,  as  she 
first  intended.  Donald  took  a  liking  to 
Monsieur  Dufour,  though  he  had  barely 
noticed  him  at  the  inn  at  Eixensart. 
He  was  struck  with  his  apparent  candour, 
and  the  fact  of  his  having  been  con- 
fidential servant  to  Philip  de  Kuthvyn 
was  a  recommendation  in  his  favour. 
At  the  close  of  a  long  interview,  Donald 
had  little  doubt  that  when  Phihp  de 
Euthvyn    died    he    left    a    lawful    child 
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surviving  him.     He  was  also  convinced 
that  Arthur  died  unmarried. 

He  was  thinking  over  these  two  im- 
portant facts  one  evening,  and  bitterly- 
regretting  that  he  was  in  any  way  con- 
nected with  the  affair,  when  a  letter 
arrived  by  the  evening  post  for  him  from 
his  old  friend,  Fred  Brandreth.  It  was 
a  reply  to  one  he  had  written  some  days 
before,  asking  for  particulars  of  Evelyn's 
engagement  to  Lord  Ilberry,  and  had 
been  delayed  through  some  mischance,  as 
by  the  date  it  had  been  written  nearly 
a  fortnight  ago. 

Captain  Brandreth  commenced  his 
letter  by  contradicting  the  engagement. 
There  was  not  a  syllable  of  truth  in 
it,  and  Donald  could  know  very  little 
of  Lord  Ilberry,  or  he  would  not  have 
credited  it  for  a  moment.  Among  other 
eccentricities,  his  lordship  had  a  mania 
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for  proposing,  and  had  offered  himself  to 
three  other  ladies  within  the  year,  Evelyn 
making  the  fourth.  He  had  gone  to 
Norway,  to  recover  the  effect  of  his 
repeated  disappointments. 

There  was  other  news  in  the  letter 
which  Donald  little  heeded.  What  would 
Evelyn  think  of  him?  was  his  one  ab- 
sorbing idea.  All  other  thoughts  faded 
into  insignificance  beside  that  vital  con- 
sideration. 

An  hour  passed  while  he  sat  motionless 
in  the  smoking-room,  thinking  that  of 
all  men  he  was  the  most  hardly  treated 
by  fate.  Six  weeks  ago,  he  would  have 
rejoiced  to  know  that  the  report  of  the 
engagement  was  false,  but  at  present 
it  only  increased  and  aggravated  the 
difficulties  of  his  situation.  He  was 
willing  to  forfeit  happiness,  provided  he 
could    satisfy  his    scruples    of    honour ; 
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bat,  under  present  circumstances,  honour 
and  happiness  were  alike  denied  him. 
There  was  no  doubt  that  he  was  bound 
in  honour  to  Fleurette.  She  loved  him, 
and  no  false  reasonings  could  entitle 
him  to  desert  her ;  but  what  language 
could  be  harsh  eoough  for  him  if,  after 
all  his  professions  of  love  for  Evelyn,  he 
sided  with  her  enemies,  and  enriched 
himself  at  her  and  her  son's  expense  ? 
He  resolved  to  let  things  drift,  and  trust 
that  chance  would  eventually  bring  them 
right.  Fleurette  was  too  young  to  know 
her  own  mind  on  any  subject,  he  thought, 
with  a  thrill  of  satisfaction.  It  was  easy 
for  her  to  say  she  would  relinquish  her 
birthright,  but  when  it  came  to  the  point 
she  would  do  nothing  of  the  kind ;  she 
would  accept  with  delight  the  new  and 
brilliant  position  of  mistress  of  Delamere, 
and,  in  the  midst  of  her  new  duties  and 
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pleasures,  she  would  forget  her  passing 
fancy  for  him.  She  was  lovely  enough 
in  herself  to  attract  a  host  of  admirers, 
without  the  additional  charm  of  wealth, 
and  she  would  make  some  brilhant  match 
before  her  first  season  was  over. 

Donald  took  a  wonderful  pleasure  in 
settling  the  future  according  to  his  own 
liking.  It  was  easy,  however,  to  imagine 
a  bright  and  prosperous  future  for  Fleu- 
rette ;  but  what  of  Evelyn  ?  He  would 
give  all  he  possessed  to  save  that  loved 
one  from  the  trials  and  humihations 
which  he  feared  were  coming  upon  her 
with  rapid  strides.  He  thought  it  pecu- 
liarly strange  that  the  wealth  for  which 
she  had  so  readily  renounced  him  years 
ago  should  prove  such  a  sorrow  and 
misfortune  to  her.  Donald  recalled  with 
vivid  distinctness  the  scenes  at  Delamere 
w^hen  he    had  been  so   constantly  with 
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her,  and  wondered  that  she  had  then  been 
so  little  explicit  about  the  past.  She  had 
talked  about  treachery,  but  had  never 
offered  to  show  him  the  letter  which 
came  to  her  in  his  handwriting,  and 
was  the  means  of  breaking  off  the  en- 
gagement ;  and  he  had  hesitated  to  ask 
for  it  himself. 

'*  Let  the  past  and  its  memories  be 
buried  from  henceforth,"  he  soliloquized 
as  he  opened  the  French  window  and 
stepped  out  on  the  terrace.  Whatever 
were  Evelyn's  motives  for  deserting  him, 
he  loved  her  as  he  had  never  loved  any 
one  else,  and  earth  could  offer  him  no 
happiness  equal  to  that  of  being  united 
to  her.  Fortune  would  surely  be  pro- 
pitious in  the  end,  and  would  grant  him 
his  heart's  desire,  and,  as  he  sauntered 
up  and  down  the  terrace  in  the  dusk, 
he  revelled  in  the  vision  of  a  regained 
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happiness,  once  so  cruelly  wrested  from 
him.  A  little  more  patient  waiting,  and 
partings  would  be  at  an  end.  Obstacles 
and  misunderstandings  would  be  forgotten, 
and  he  would  at  length  claim  Evelyn  for 
his  very  own.  Far  away  from  Delamere 
and  all  its  bitter  associations,  they  would 
live  in  perfect  contentment,  for  it  would 
go  hard  with  him  if  he  could  not  console 
her  for  the  reverse  of  fortune. 
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CHAPTEE  VIII. 

The  day  after  Evelyn's  arrival  at  Dela- 
mere,  Clarice  complained  of  not  feeling 
well.  She  had  some  slight  feverish 
symptoms,  which  alarmed  Bernard,  and 
he  insisted  that  she  was  getting  the  fever 
which  was  so  prevalent  at  Monkhurst. 
He  urged  upon  Evelyn  the  necessity  of 
keeping  Fleurette  at  a  distance  from  the 
infection,  and  suggested  that  she  should 
take  up  her  abode  in  one  of  the  lodges  in 
the  park  on  her  arrival.  There  was  a 
two-storied  lodge  at  the  north  entrance  of 
the  park,  partly  furnished,  and  inhabited 
by  a  deaf  old  woman,  which  struck  him 
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as  a  peculiarly  suitable  domicile  for  her. 
A  few  days'  solitary  residence  there  would 
be  good  for  her  for  many  reasons,  as  she 
would  be  more  readily  inclined  afterwards 
to  submit  to  Evelyn's  orders. 

Evelyn  seemed  startled  at  the  idea  at 
first.  Clarice  had  only  a  cold,  and,  if 
necessary,  could  be  sent  to  the  lodge 
herself,  but  this  plan  of  Bernard's  afforded 
an  escape  from  the  embarrassment  of 
meeting  Fleurette,  and  was  too  tempting 
to  be  disapproved  of.  She  was  puzzled 
at  his  capriciousness,  as  this  new  freak 
of  his  was  so  different  from  the  plan 
he  had  decided  upon  the  day  before, 
but  it  was  much  more  to  her  liking. 
Fleurette's  presence  would  be  intolerable 
to  her  under  present  circumstances. 
She  could  not  meet  her  as  a  friend,  and 
she  recoiled  from  playing  the  hypocrite. 
Evelyn  hailed,  therefore,  in  her  inmost 
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heart,  Bernard's  sudden  thought  of  con- 
signing Fleurette  to  the  lodge,  and  gave 
directions  that  some  suitable  furniture 
should  be  sent  for  her. 

The  following  morning  Evelyn  shut 
herself  up  in  the  library,  and  prepared  for 
the  ordeal  of  writing  to  Eaymond.  She 
had  been  silent  while  it  was  possible,  but 
misfortune  was  too  imminent  to  be  con- 
cealed any  longer.  She  must  tell  him  of 
the  impending  loss  of  Delamere,  and  she 
must  break  to  him  the  news  of  Fleurette 's 
engagement.  Evelyn's  heart  sickened 
within  her,  as  she  tore  up  sheet  after 
sheet  in  her  effort  to  soften  the  double 
calamity  to  her  idolized  son. 

The  letter  was  written  at  length,  and 
signed  and  sealed,  but  her  painful  corre- 
spondence was  not  yet  over.  Before 
starting  for  London  to  meet  the  steamer 
from  Ostend,  Bernard  asked  her  to  write 
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to  Heurette,  and  explain  distinctly  that 
she  wished  her  engagement  with  Donald 
to  come  to  an  end.  As  she  did  not 
intend  to  see  her  on  her  arrival,  she 
would  have  no  opportunity  of  speaking 
to  her  on  the  subject,  he  said,  hut  if  she 
entrusted  the  letter  to  him,  he  would 
give  it  to  her  without  fail. 

While  Bernard  and  Evelyn  were  pre- 
paring for  Fleurette's  arrival,  the  latter 
was  approaching  the  shores  of  England 
in  a  very  dejected  state  of  mind. 

She  had  long  suspected,  from  occasional 
words  of  Donald's,  that  he  and  Evelyn 
disliked  each  other,  and  the  few  lines 
she  had  received  from  the  latter  before 
leaving  Driancourt  made  that  suspicion 
a  certainty.  It  was  not  a  pleasant  idea, 
and  for  the  first  time  in  her  life  she 
dreaded  meeting  Evelyn.  But  a  greater 
terror  came  over  her  when  she  perceived 
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Bernard  among  the  crowd  waiting  the 
arrival  of  the  boat,  for  among  all  the 
forebodings  of  evil  she  had  not  contem- 
plated meeting  him.  The  look  of  aversion 
that  suddenly  marked  her  features  as  he 
approached,  reminded  him  of  the  hour 
he  had  proposed  to  her  at  Driancourt, 
and  of  the  subsequent  expedition  in  the 
boat,  and  warned  him  that  there  were 
troubles  and  difficulties  in  store  for  him. 
She  scarcely  spoke  a  syllable  to  him 
while  traversing  the  noisy  street  to  the 
Euston  terminus,  but  Bernard  was  not 
in  the  humour  to  take  offence,  and  per- 
sisted to  affect  a  conciliatory  manner. 

On  arriving  at  the  station,  he  ordered  a 
substantial  repast,  to  which  he  did  ample 
justice  himself,  but  of  which  his  com- 
panion scarcely  partook ;  and,  having  pro- 
cured the  latest  periodicals  to  amuse  her 
during  the  journey,  he  bribed  the  guard, 
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and  secured  a  carriage  to  themselves. 
Fleurette,  however,  dreading  a  lengthened 
tete-d-tHe  with  him,  took  her  seat  in  a 
carriage  with  some  other  ladies ;  and 
Bernard,  laughing  at  her  obstinacy,  gave 
up  the  point  more  amiably  than  she  ex- 
pected. He  was  rewarded  before  long  by 
perceiving  an  agreeable  change  in  her 
manner.  Her  suUenness  gave  way  to  a 
graciousness  and  vivacity  which  he  could 
scarcely  think  was  assumed.  The  fact 
was,  she  was  beginning  to  reproach  her- 
eelf  for  her  incivility.  He  was  showing 
such  care  for  her  comfort,  and  so  com- 
pletely abstained  from  any  lover-like  con- 
duct, that  she  hoped  he  had  drifted 
back  to  the  brotherly  intimacy  of  former 
days. 

As  the  train  sped  on,  and  hourly  drew 
nearer  to  Stockford,  Bernard  considered 
how  he   could   best   give   Fleurette    his 
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sister's  note,  which  conveyed,  among 
other  unpleasant  news,  directions  that 
she  was  to  take  up  her  abode  at  the  north 
lodge.  He  knew  that  she  would  refuse 
to  go  there  unless  by  Evelyn's  orders, 
and  that  in  any  case  she  would  resent  the 
arrangement  as  an  affront.  He  would 
have  had  less  hesitation  in  giving  the 
letter  to  her  if  they  had  the  carriage  to 
themselves,  but  he  dreaded  the  effect  of 
it  under  present  circumstances.  The 
daylight,  however,  was  fading  so  quickly 
that  if  he  did  not  give  it  to  her  at  once, 
she  would  be  unable  to  read  it,  and  the 
awkwardness  of  his  situation  would  be 
increased.  He  took  it  from  his  pocket, 
and  w^as  about  to  hand  it  to  her,  when 
he  perceived  her  eyes  were  closed.  The 
newspaper  she  was  reading  had  slipped 
from  her  hands,  and  she  was  evidently 
sound  asleep. 
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Wearied  with  her  journey,  Fleurette 
slept  until  they  arrived  within  a  mile  of 
Stockford.  She  probably  would  not  have 
awoke  even  then,  but  Bernard  partially 
roused  her  by  removing  a  railway  rug 
which  he  had  thrown  over  her.  The 
shrill  scream  of  the  engine  completed  her 
awakening,  and,  with  a  shivering  sensa- 
tion, she  looked  out  of  the  window.  It 
was  now  quite  dark,  the  oil-lamp  sus- 
pended overhead  being  the  only  light 
afforded  to  the  occupants  of  the  carriage. 
The  landscape  without  was  shrouded  in 
darkness,  and,  though  so  close  to  Stock- 
ford,  she  could  form  no  idea  where  she 
was.  Brilliant  lights  soon  dispelled  the 
gloom,  as  the  train  steamed  into  the 
station.  In  a  few  moments,  Bernard  was 
assisting  her  to  alight,  and  as  he  led  her 
to  the  waiting-room,  he  placed  Evelyn's 
letter  in  her  hand. 
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**  Read  this,"  said  he,  ''while  I  look 
after  the  luggage.  It  is  from  Evelyn, 
and  I  would  have  given  it  to  you  long 
since,  only  you  slept  so  soundly  through 
the  journey." 

Bernard  prolonged  unnecessarily  his 
search  for  the  luggage,  for  the  purpose  of 
giving  Fleurette  time  to  read  the  letter ; 
and  when  he  joined  her,  he  saw  by  the 
expression  of  her  face  that  she  knew 
the  worst.  Approaching  her  with  a 
deprecatory  look,  he  offered  his  arm  to 
lead  her  to  the  brougham,  which  had  been 
sent  from  Delamere,  but  she  refused  his 
aid. 

''  You  are  angry  with  me,  Fleurette,  I 
see,"  said  he,  taking  his  place  beside 
her  ;  ''  but  it  is  not  my  fault  that  Evelyn 
has  written  so  unkindly.  I  have  had  no 
hand  or  part  in  the  letter,  and  I  am. 
very  sorry  now  that  I  promised  to  give 
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it  to  you.  I  don't  blame  her  foi*  not 
receiving  you  at  the  castle,  as  there  is 
a  great  risk  of  contagion,  but  I  blame  her 
for  feeling  so  bitterly  against  you.  She 
ought  to  make  some  effort  to  keep  her 
jealousy  in  check,  but  there  is  no  use 
reasoning  with  her.  She  will  probably 
never  marry  Donald  herself,  but  she  is 
just  the  woman  to  resent  his  marrying 
another." 

It  was  too  dark  to  discern  Fleurette's 
countenance,  but  Bernard  marked  the 
involuntary  start  she  gave  at  his  words. 

^'You  know,  she  was  engaged  to  him 
before  she  married  Eandolph,"  he  con- 
tinued. '*  They  have  been  in  love  with 
each  other  since  they  were  boy  and  girl. 
I  can  answer  for  Evelyn's  absurd  attach- 
ment to  Stamer.  I  know  that  it  was  his 
poverty  that  prevented  them  from  marry- 
ing   years    ago.      Calumnies    afterwards 
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divided  them,  but,  if  he  knew  Evelyn 
was  true  to  him,  there  is  not  another 
woman  in  the  world  he  would  seek  as  his 
wife.  If  you  think  I  am  exaggerating, 
write  yourself  to  him.  Ask  him  about 
his  engagement  to  Evelyn,  and  see  what 
he  says.  I  will  take  care  that  your  letter 
is  posted." 

Fleurette  remained  silent.  Her  thoughts 
reverted  to  the  inn  at  Eixensart,  where 
Bernard  had  sworn  that  her  marriage 
with  Donald  should  never  take  place. 
She  thought  little  of  his  vow  then — it 
had  seemed  like  a  meaningless  threat ; 
but  it  returned  wdth  terrible  force  to  her 
memory  now,  and  she  felt  as  if  it  was 
already  fulfilled.  She  longed  to  think 
that  his  story  was  untrue,  and  that  he 
had  invented  it  to  carry  out  the  separation 
he  had  then  threatened ;  but  instinct 
told  her  there  was  truth  in  it,  and  that 
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Donald  entertained  no  ordinary  feelings 
for  Evelyn.  His  strange  interest  in  her 
supposed  engagement  to  Lord  Ilberry 
was  now  explained,  and,  burying  her  face 
in  her  hands,  Fleurette  turned  away  from 
Bernard,  and  refused  his  offers  of  sym- 
pathy. He  and  his  sister  between  them 
had  inflicted  a  lasting  wound  upon  her, 
and  she  would  feign  no  friendship  towards 
them. 

While  looking  on  her  silent  grief,  Ber- 
nard could  not  help  recalling  the '  many 
and  varied  interests  she  had  aroused  in 
him  since  he  was  first  aware  that  she  was 
the  owner  of  the  estates.  As  a  child  she 
had  attracted  his  love  of  gain,  and  in  the 
first  flush  of  womanhood  she  had  capti- 
vated him  by  her  beauty.  He  had  been 
fascinated  and  repelled  in  turn  by  her. 
When  hatred  and  defiance  were  written 
on    her   features,    he    longed    to   punish 
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lier;  lie  felt  almost  tempted,  for  his  own 
interests  and  those  nearest  to  him,  to 
sweep  her  from  his  path  :  but  when  her 
ill- temper  vanished,  his  infatuation  re- 
turned, and  he  soothed  his  wounded 
vanity  with  the  thought  that  her  dislike 
was  only  assumed.  His  self-love  was 
wounded  again  this  evening  by  witnessing 
her  grief  for  Donald  Stamer.  She  could 
weep  and  lament  for  him  ;  she  could  love 
passionately,  though  she  was  like  adamant 
to  Bernard.  If  a  wish  could  have  annihi- 
lated his  rival,  Donald  would  have  ceased 
to  breathe  from  that  moment ;  and  as 
the  brougham  approached  the  northern 
entrance  to  Delamere,  Bernard  repeated  to 
himself  the  vow  he  had  sworn  at  Eixensart. 
Yes,  come  what  may,  Donald  Stamer 
should  not  secure  the  prize  to  him- 
self. They  would  all  support  one  another, 
if    necessary,     to    defeat     the    marriage 
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which  was  so=  opposed  to  their  united 
interests. 

While  thinking  thus,  the  lights  from 
the  north  lodge  suddenly  streamed  through 
the  trees,  and  in  a  few  moments  more  the 
brougham  drew  up  at  Fleurette's  new 
home,  Bernard  lifted  the  half-insensible 
girl  from  th^e  carriage,  and  carried  her 
into  the  principal  room  of  the  lodge, 
which  was  small  and  poorly  furnished. 
A  reading-lamp  stood  upon  a  cabinet,  and 
on  a  small  centre  table  a  cloth  was  laid, 
with  preparations  for  a  repast.  Bernard 
placed  Fleurette  on  a  low  couch,  and, 
motioning  to  the  old  servant  who  had 
admitted  them  to  go  away,  he  knelt 
down  beside  her. 

'Tleurette,  clearest,  listen  to  me,"  said 
he,  as  soon  as  she  showed  signs  of  return- 
ing consciousness.  ^*  Fleurette,  my  be- 
loved, give  me  some  hopes  before  I  leave 
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you  to-night.  Remember,  dearest,  that 
you  have  an  enemy  in  Evelyn,  and  that  you 
are  completely  in  her  power.  I  shudder 
to  think  to  what  lengths  her  jealousy 
may  drive  her  ;  but  give  me  the  privilege 
of  protecting  you  from  her,  and  you  wall 
make  me  the  happiest  of  men.  Spurn  for 
yourself  a  love  which  by  every  right, 
human  and  divine,  is  dedicated  to  another. 
Be  generous,  and  give  back  to  Evelyn  a 
lover  who  could  only  have  engaged  him- 
self to  you  through  pique  and  disappoint- 
ment, and  try  to  think  kindly  of  one  who 
has  worshipped  you  from  your  childhood, 
who  has  watched  over  you  every  year 
with  increasing  interest,  and  who  never 
has  known,  and  never  will  know,  another 
love." 

Bernard's  features  quivered  with  real 
or  pretended  emotion,  as  he  poured  forth 
this  passionate  avowal,  and,  throwing  his 
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arms  round  Fleurette,  he  endeavoured  to 
embrace  her ;  but,  feeble  though  she  was, 
she  suddenly  and  swiftly  detached  herself 
from  his  grasp.  A  low  wail  escaped  from 
her  lips,  as  she  fled  to  the  furthest  corner 
of  the  room,  while,  with  dilated  eyes,  she 
gazed  earnestly  upon  Bernard. 

^'I  am  friendless  and  at  your  mercy; 
but  have  some  pity  upon  me,  and  leave 
me."  Fleurette  spoke  with  broken  utter- 
ance, and,  clasping  her  hands  piteously 
together,  had  the  appearance  of  one  dis- 
traught. 

^'Be  it  as  you  will.  One  enemy,  it 
appears,  is  not  enough  for  you.  You  are 
doing  your  best  to  embitter  me  also 
against  you,  but  you  will  live  to  repent 
it."  Bernard  dashed  out  of  the  room  as  he 
spoke,  his  countenance  livid  with  anger, 
and  made  his  way  to  the  hall  door,  which 
was  only  a  few  steps  from  the  sitting-room. 
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Fleurette  listened  as  he  took  the  key 
from  its  place  in  the  inner  side  of  the 
lock,  and  the  horrible  fear  came  over  her 
that  he  was  going  to  lock  her  in.  Another 
moment  solved  the  doubt.  The  hall  door 
closed  after  him  with  a  bang,  and  the 
key,  rusty  from  long  disuse,  grated  as  it 
turned  in  the  lock. 

** Entrapped,  imprisoned!"  she  cried, 
throwing  herself  upon  her  knees,  and  in 
an  agony  of  grief,  while  the  long  pent-up 
tears  came  at  length  to  her  relief. 

She  glanced  at  the  solitary  window  of 
the  sitting-room ;  but  not  only  was  it  too 
small  to  escape  through,  but  it  was  se- 
cured by  bars  on  the  outside.  She  longed 
to,  explore  the  rest  of  the  house,  but 
dreaded  meeting  the  cross  old  woman,  who, 
no  doubt,  had  received  her  instructions 
from  Bernard.  It  was  a  repetition  of  the 
scene  at  Kixensart,  only  infinitely  worse. 
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"I  must  remember  my  deliverance 
on  that  occasion,  and  not  utterly  de- 
spair," thought  Fleurette,  as,  with  a 
beating  heart  and  tear-stained  cheeks, 
she  knelt  beside  the  sofa,  and  prayed  long 
and  earnestly  to  be  protected  from  all 
coming  evil. 
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CHAPTEE  IX. 

The  weather  broke  soon  after  Fleurette's 
arrival  at  Delamere,  and  there  was  a 
continuous  drizzle  for  nearly  a  week. 
She  was  still  at  the  lodge,  with  no  livelier 
companion  than  the  old  servant ;  but  she 
was  too  depressed  and  unhappy  to  notice 
the  weather,  or  to  realize  her  isolated 
condition.  Donald's  engagement  to 
Evelyn  was  the  ruling  thought  of  her 
mind,  and  she  kept  brooding  over  it  for 
hours.  She  did  not  take  into  considera- 
tion that  their  engagement  was  broken 
off  before  she  was  born.  She  believed 
that  Donald  loved  Evelyn  still ;  that  he 
had  never  ceased  to  love  her;  and  that 
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lie  would  marry  her  if  he  regained  his 
freedom.  She  recalled  the  eager  interest 
with  which  he  at  all  times  listened  to 
news  of  her.  It  was  an  interest  which 
he  tried  to  conceal  under  the  cloak  of 
dislike,  but  it  was  all  plain  to  her  now. 
The  tears  started  into  her  eyes,  and 
angry  thoughts  rose  up  in  her  mind,  when 
she  remembered  the  double  humiliation 
she  had  endured  at  his  hands.  He  had 
deluded  her  from  first  to  last,  and  there 
had  been  more  bitterness  than  joy  in  her 
brief  affiance  to  him.  Her  outraged 
pride  gave  her  no  rest,  and  she  longed 
to  release  him,  yet  shrank  from  writing 
the  words  which  would  definitely  give 
him  to  another. 

She  made  up  her  mind  at  length,  and, 
after  searching  for  writing  materials,  re- 
membered that  she  had  some  note-paper 
in  her  trunk.     The  old  servant  lent  her  a 
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pen  and  ink,  and,  with  an  aching  heart, 
she  sat  down  to  write  her  farewell  letter  to 
Donald.  She  said  nothing  about  Evelyn. 
She  only  told  him  she  had  changed  her 
mind,  and  would  never  marry;  but  she 
wrote  a  long  letter  to  Miss  Bouverie,  and 
told  her  everything  that  had  befallen 
her  since  she  left  Driancourt. 

When  Fleurette  had  written  these 
letters,  she  felt  easier ;  but  there  was  a 
great  difficulty  about  posting  them.  The 
weather  was  showery,  and  the  old  woman  * 
would  neither  go  to  the  post  with  them 
herself,  nor  allow  Fleurette  to  leave  the 
lodge ;  she  had  got  her  instructions  from 
Bernard,  and  was  resolved  to  carry  them 
out  fully.  ^*  Miss  de  Ruthvyn  must  have 
patience,"  was  all  the  answer  she  made. 
'^  Mr.  Bernard  would  be  sure  to  come 
the  first  fine  day,  and  post  as  many 
letters  as  she  liked." 


140  DELAMERE. 

The  old  dame  was  right  in  her 
prophecy.  The  following  day  was  bright 
and  sunshiny,  and  Bernard  walked  in  a 
little  before  noon.  Fleurette  knew  his 
step  on  the  gravel  path  outside,  and  her 
heart  sank  within  her;  yet  there  was 
nothing  in  his  manner  to  repel  her.  He 
brought  some  books  and  papers  to  amuse 
her;  and,  during  the  hour  he  remained 
with  her,  never  once  addressed  her  in 
the  language  of  a  lover. 

He  was  not  many  moments  in  the 
room,  when  he  perceived  the  two  letters 
on  the  table  addressed  to  Colonel  Stamer 
and  Miss  Bouverie.  They  had  an  irri- 
tating effect  upon  him,  and  he  deter- 
mined to  get  possession  of  them ;  but, 
on  second  consideration,  thought  it  best 
that  Fleurette  should  be  allowed  to  post 
them.  It  would  disarm  her  suspicion  of 
him,  and  keep  Donald  quiet.     The  latter 
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would  naturally  expect  to  hear  from  her, 
and  might  prohably  come  to  Delamere  if 
no  letter  reached  him. 

^*  I  see  you  have  letters  to  post,  Fleu- 
rette,"  he  said  nonchalantly,  glancing  at 
the  table.  ^^It  is  lovely  now,  after  all 
the  rain.  The  sun  has  dried  up  the 
grass,  and  it  is  as  warm  as  a  day  in  July. 
I  would  recommend  you  to  put  on  your 
things,  and  come  for  a  walk  with  me. 
We  could  post  your  letters  at  the  village." 

'*!  don't  care  about  posting  them, 
thanks,"  said  Fleurette,  in  a  decided 
tone,  determining  neither  to  go  for  a 
walk  with  Bernard  nor  to  trust  him  with 
her  letters.  ''  I  v/rote  them  more  to  pass 
the  time  than  anything  else,"  she  con- 
tinued. *'  There  is  literally  nothing  to 
do  here,  and  no  one  to  speak  to,  except 
Mrs.  Birch,  who  is  as  deaf  as  a  post. 
She  won't  let   me   go  beyond  the   back 
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garden,  either,  where  I  feel  more  like  a 
prisoner  than  in  the  house.  I  wish  Aunt 
Evelyn  would  make  some  other  arrange- 
ments for  me.  I  should  prefer  running 
the  risk  of  infection  to  staying  here  any 
longer." 

"  You  must  admit  that  you  are  both 
capricious  and  obstinate,  Fleurette.  You 
have  deliberately  refased  to  go  out,  and 
yet  you  call  yourself  a  prisoner.  You 
surely  don't  want  to  run  about  the  country, 
like  a  peasant  girl,  without  proper  attend- 
ance ?  " 

^^I  should  prefer  remaining  indoors  for 
ever  to  going  out  with  you.  I  have  not 
forgotten  our  boating-excursion  at  Drian- 
court,"  said  Fleurette,  with  a  heightened 
colour,  and  a  defiant  look  in  her  eyes. 

'*  You  are  in  one  of  your  uncompli- 
mentary moods  this  morning  ;  I  may  as 
well  say  good-bye,"  said  Bernard,  looking 
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steadfastly  at  the  young  girl,  and  trying 
to  smother  his  wrath. 

How  frail  and  slight  she  was  !  What 
a  mere  child  in  years,  and  yet  how  com- 
pletely she  had  checkmated  him !  In 
calculating  his  chances  of  success,  he 
had  expected  hindrances  of  some  kind ; 
but  he  had  never  for  a  moment  foreseen 
that  she  would  reject  him.  He  had  un- 
ravelled the  mystery  of  her  parentage, 
but  he  was  nothing  the  better  of  it,  and 
there  was  as  little  likelihood  of  his  owning 
one  acre  of  Delamere  as  if  the  property 
had  been  Eaymond's  beyond  dispute.  He 
had  tried  kindness  and  cajolery  in  vain. 
He  had  recourse  to  stratagem  without 
result.  She  had  resolutely  set  herself 
against  him,  and  had  given  all  her  affec- 
tions to  a  man,  who,  if  age  was  an  objec- 
tion, was  quite  as  old  as  he  was  himself, 
and,  in   bis    opinion,  far  less  attractive. 


144  DELAMERE. 

Bernard  liad  abandoned  all  hope,  and 
even  all  desire  of  marrying  Fleurette  ; 
but  he  had  absolute  control  over  her,  and 
she  should  suffer  for  her  insolent  speeches 
to  him.  Her  guardian,  Evelyn,  had  given 
him  that  control,  and  he  was  resolved  to 
use  it  to  the  uttermost.  He  had  made 
up  his  mind  to  remove  her  from  Delamere 
to  his  own  place,  Brierly,  in  Yorkshire. 
She  was  not  safe  at  Delamere,  though  ♦ 
hidden  away  at  the  north  lodge,  he 
considered.  The  Dufours  knew  her 
address,  and  any  day  Teresa  might  arrive 
in  Daleshire  with  her  tragic  airs,  and  he 
would  have  to  endure  a  repetition  of  the 
scene  at  Eixensart.  With  all  her  boasting, 
he  did  not  beUeve  that  she  had  a  single 
paper  of  importance.  He  knew  that  she 
had  not  the  certificate,  and  he  had  reason 
to  suspect  that  she  had  not  an  extract 
from  the  register;   but   she   would  give 
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liim  annoyance,  and  he  had  worry  enough 
without  her. 

Bernard  had  an  idea  that  Donald  was 
not  a  very  enthusiastic  lover,  and  that  it 
would  he  easier  to  manage  him  than  the 
Dufours.  It  would  not  be  difficult  to 
lull  him  into  a  feeling  of  security  about 
Fleurette.  His  love  for  her  was  calm 
and  passionless,  and  he  would  not  break 
his  heart  if  she  even  chose  to  renounce 
him. 

Bernard  had  an  interview  with  Mrs. 
Birch  in  her  little  kitchen  before  he  left 
the  lodge.  His  words  had  a  conciliatory 
effect  upon  the  old  woman,  and  she  was 
in  a  more  amiable  mood  than  usual  for 
the  rest  of  the  day.  She  walked  to  the 
village  with  Fleurette  after  dinner,  and 
the  young  girl  posted  her  letters  with  her 
own  hands.  As  she  so  seldom  got  out, 
she  was  in  no  hurry  to  reach  home,  and 
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it  was  almost  dusk  by  the  time  slie  re- 
turned to  tlie  lodge  with  Mrs.  Birch. 

About  the  same  hour,  Bernard  was 
conversing  with  his  sister  in  her  bed- 
room. The  talk  chiefly  devolved  upon 
him,  as  every  word  Evelyn  uttered  seemed 
laborious  to  her.  Her  cough  had  increased 
very  much  since  her  arrival  at  Delamere, 
and,  though  not  confined  to  bed,  she  had 
not  been  able  to  leave  her  room  for  the 
last  three  days. 

Bernard  was  explaining  the  necessity 
of  moving  Fleurette  to  Brierly,  and  keep- 
ing her  there  until  the  excitement  of  the 
Dufours  had  quieted  down.  They  were 
the  only  persons  that  there  was  any  need 
to  fear,  he  said.  He  intended  going  to 
Yorkshire  the  following  day,  to  prepare 
Mrs.  Minchin,  his  bailiff's  wife,  for  her 
arrival,  and  to  make  arrangements  for 
her  sojourn  there  for  some  weeks. 
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Evelyn  listened,  and  by  her  silence 
seemed  to  give  consent,  and  after  a  while 
Bernard  took  his  leave  of  her.  He  was 
to  dine  in  a  couple  of  hours'  time  with 
some  bachelor  friends  at  Broomhill,  and 
he  had  work  to  do  before  starting  which 
would  take  him  some  time  to  accomplish. 
He  had  long  been  anxious  to  make  a 
search  for  the  missing  certificate,  and  had 
been  putting  it  off  from  day  to  day, 
hoping  that  Evelyn  would  be  able  to 
leave  her  bedroom.  The  secretary  and 
all  the  other  receptacles  for  Eandolph's 
papers  were  in  the  room  adjoining  hers, 
and  he  had  a  nervous  dread  of  being  sur- 
prised by  her  in  the  act  of  rummaging  the 
papers ;  but  he  could  defer  the  search  no 
longer,  as  he  was  to  leave  Delamere  to- 
morrow. It  must  be  now  or  never,  he 
thought,  as  he  stole  up  noiselessly  to  the 
room   adjoining    his    sister's    about   half 
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an  hour  after  he  had  gone  downstairs. 
He  listened  for  a  few  moments  at  the 
door  between  the  two  rooms,  and,  being 
satisfied  that  all  was  quiet,  he  placed  his 
lamp  upon  the  table,  and  applied  a 
skeleton  key  to  the  locks  of  the  oaken 
secretary.  He  had  heard  from  Evelyn 
of  the  search  that  she  and  Mr.  Hilton  had 
made,  but  did  not  intend  to  be  dis- 
couraged by  their  failure.  After  giving 
a  cursory  glance  at  the  contents  of  the 
drawers,  he  pulled  the  secretary  from  the' 
wall,  feeling  certain  that  there  was  some 
secret  drawer  which  had  not  yet  been 
discovered.  He  was  inspecting  the  wood- 
work, and  was  running  his  fingers  along 
the  edges  to  feel  for  any  hidden  spring, 
when  he  heard  a  slight  noise,  like  the 
rustle  of  a  dress,  and,  turning  round,  was 
startled  to  perceive  his  sister  standing  on 
the    threshold   of    her    room.      Bernard 
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made  a  dart  round  to  the  front  of  the 
secretary,  and,  in  his  sudden  haste  to 
push  it  back  into  its  place,  it  came  in 
contact  with  a  table,  which  it  overturned. 

**  What  are  you  doing,  Bernard  ?  "  said 
Evelyn,  in  slow,  measured  tones,  while 
her  face  looked  ghastly  white  by  the  light 
of  the  lamp.  *^  You  have  quite  startled  me 
with  the  noise  you  are  making ;  I  almost 
expected  to  see  a  burglar  in  here." 

"  I  was  only  moving  the  secretary  to 
look  for  a  paper  that  had  fallen  down 
behind  it,  and  was  awkward  enough  to 
throw  down  a  table.  Your  nerves  must 
be  in  a  very  bad  way,  or  you  would  not 
be  frightened  at  such  a  trifle." 

*^  How  is  it  that  the  drawers  are 
open?"  said  Evelyn,  looking  questioningly 
at  Bernard.  **  Surely  you  have  not 
broken  them  ?  " 

Bernard  had  been  half  inclined  to  admit 
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that  he  was  searching  for  the  certificate, 
but  this  challenge  of  Evelyn's  made  him 
hesitate  to  admit  the  truth.  "  They 
must  have  opened  with  the  force  of  the 
concussion,"  said  he,  with  a  ready  false- 
hood, slipping  the  key,  with  great 
dexterity,  from  one  of  the  small  drawers 
into  his  pocket. 

He  was  not  a  moment  too  soon,  for 
Evelyn  hurried  over  to  the  secretary^  and, 
kneeling  down,  tried  to  push  in  the  lowest 
drawer,  but  some  obstacle  prevented  it 
from  going  back  into  its  place. 

**  I  cannot  move  this  drawer ;  it  is 
strained  or  injured  in  some  way,  and 
some  of  the  woodwork  has  become  dis- 
placed." 

As  Evelyn  spoke,  she  took  up  a  long 
slip  of  wood,  and  at  the  same  moment 
her  eyes  fell  upon  a  packet  of  papers, 
which,  during  all  her  researches,  she  had 
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never  noticed  before.  Bernard  saw  the 
change  in  her  expression,  and  knew  that 
she  had  made  some  momentous  discovery. 
**  That's  the  certificate  we  have  been 
looking  for  so  long,  Evy,"  said  he,  making 
an  effort  to  take  it  from  her.  *^  Won't 
you  let  me  look  at  it  ?  Don't  you  know 
that  I  am  as  much  interested  in  con- 
cealing it  as  you  are  yourself?"  he  con- 
tinued. 

''More  so,  perhaps,  as  you  had  recourse 
to  such  violent  means  for  its  discovery," 
replied  Evelyn,  sarcastically. 

''  I  give  you  my  word  of  honour  that  I 
never  meant  to  injure  the  secretary.  If 
it  is  broken  in  any  way,  it  is  the  result 
of  an  accident,"  said  Bernard,  eagerly, 
seeing  a  look  of  scorn  on  Evelyn's 
countenance. 

''  Let  us  not  quarrel  about  it,"  con- 
tinued she,  in  a  more  conciliatory  tone. 
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*'  Under  any  circumstances,  I  cannot  show 
you  the  papers  until  I  have  read  them 
myself,  as  they  are  addressed  to  me  by 
Eandolph.  I  have  no  doubt  the  certificate 
is  among  them,  and  you  shall  know  all 
about  it  by-and-by.  Meantime,  I  must 
request  you  to  leave  this  room,  for  it 
makes  me  quite  nervous  to  think  that 
you  are  fidgeting  about  here." 

*^  You  won't  be  troubled  with  me  any 
more  to-night,  for  I  have  barely  time  to 
dress  for  the  Brandreths'  dinner-party ; 
but  I  confess  I  should  like,  some  future 
day,  to  study  that  piece  of  furniture,  and 
find  out  from  what  part  of  its  recesses  the 
papers  dropped." 

As  Bernard  spoke,  he  led  his  sister  back 
to  her  room.  She  was  trembling  with 
cold,  but  there  was  a  feverish  light  in 
her  eyes  and  a  hectic  hue  upon  her 
cheeks,  which  were  the  result  of  the  ex- 
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citement  she  had  gone  through.  Bernard 
placed  her  on  the  sofa,  and,  calling  her 
maid,  went  to  his  own  room  and  dressed 
for  the  dinner-party,  but  at  a  very  early 
hour  the  next  morning  he  ventured  again 
to  inspect  the  secretary.  He  found  the 
secret  spring  after  some  trouble,  and, 
upon  opening  the  drawer,  perceived  that 
his  surmises  were  correct,  and  that  the 
woodwork  at  the  back  had  become 
loosened,  which  had  caused  the  papers 
to  slip  through.  As  the  secretary  was 
quite  empty,  he  concluded  that  Evelyn 
had  paid  it  a  visit  after  he  left  her. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

The  sun  was  shining  with  unusual  bril- 
liancy a  few  hours  after  Bernard  made 
his  second  search  in  the  oaken  secre- 
tary. It  was  the  end  of  September, 
but  summer  seemed  to  have  returned  for 
a  spell.  The  air  was  clear  and  warm,  the 
sky  a  cloudless  azure,  and  as  Evelyn 
opened  the  window  and  let  in  the  flood 
of  sunshine,  she  felt  that  if  she  could  get 
into  the  pure  air,  and  away  into  the  still 
quiet  of  the  w^oods,  her  head  would  ache 
less,  and  she  would  be  able  to  compose 
her  nerves,  and  shape  her  confused  ideas 
into  some  definite  form. 
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The  house  was  endurable  no  longer. 
She  felt  as  if  she  would  suffocate  if  she 
remained  another  hour  in  her  room.  One 
breath  from  the  heathery  hills  might  cool 
the  burning  sensation  of  her  eyelids, 
and  compensate  her  for  the  loss  of  sleep 
during  the  night.  She  put  on  her 
bonnet,  and,  wrapping  a  knitted  shawl 
round  her  shoulders,  made  her  way  to  the 
lawn,  without  meeting  Clarice,  who  would 
have  remonstrated  with  her  for  going  out 
after  a  night  of  such  incessant  coughing. 

Evelyn  was  in  a  reckless  humour  this 
morning.  What  was  the  use  of  struggling 
on  against  such  unexpected  combina- 
tions of  misfortune  ?  They  were  more 
than  she  was  able  to  bear,  and  she  felt 
as  though  she  must  sink  under  them. 
She  had  long  foreseen  the  day  when 
Delamere  would  pass  from  her  son.  She 
had    tried    to    prepare    herself   for    the 
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change,  but  she  had  clung  to  hope  so 
long  as  uncertainty  prevailed.  She  knew 
not  the  blessedness  of  that  uncertainty 
until  now,  when  the  whole  truth  con- 
fronted her  with  unmistakable  clearness. 
It  was  easy  enough  to  throw  herself  into 
the  work  of  restoring  the  property  to 
her  husband's  niece,  when  everything 
was  in  Eaymond's  favour,  and  when  there 
was  no  evidence  against  his  title,  but  it 
was  widely  different  now.  The  papers 
which  she  had  found  the  night  before 
were  overwhelming  proofs  that  Fleurette 
was  the  owner  of  the  estates,  and  that, 
whatever  vague  intention  Kandolph  may 
have  had  on  his  death-bed  of  restoring 
them  to  her,  he  had  for  many  years 
basely  and  deliberately  defrauded  her. 
The  marriage  certificate  was  among  the 
papers.  It  was  in  Itahan,  but  was  plain 
to  read  and  understand.     The  wiU  alluded 
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to  by  Eandolph  was  also  there.     It  left 
his  property  in  equal  shares  among  his 
wife  and  two  sons,  and  must  have  been 
executed  about  a  month  before  his  death. 
The  other  papers  consisted  of  two  letters 
from   Philip   de   Ruthvyn — a   short   one 
addressed  to  Evelyn,  asking  her  to  take 
care  of  his  motherless  child ;    the  other 
a  long  and  earnest  appeal  to   his  father 
for  forgiveness.     It  told  the  whole  story 
of    his   infatuation    for   Flora ;    it   dwelt 
upon  the  brief  happiness  of  their  married 
life,  and  in  piteous  words  spoke  of  her 
illness  and  early  death.     The  whole  letter 
was  a  tribute  to  the  purity  and  goodness 
of  Flora,  and  showed  how  utterly  broken 
down  he  was  when  writing  it.     It  traced 
an  episode  which  would  have  won  tears 
from  Evelyn  at  another  time ;  but  there 
was  a  cold  numbness  in  her  heart  which 
froze  up  all  feelings  of  pity. 
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The  words  of  tlie  letter  were  stereo- 
typed on  her  brain,  as  she  wandered 
through  the  flower-scented  gardens,  try- 
ing to  reach  the  distant  woods ;  but  the 
exertion  of  walking  proved  more  laborious 
than  she  expected,  and  she  had  to  rest  on 
a  seat  in  the  lawn.  She  was  weary  in 
mind  and  body.  Lassitude  oppressed  and 
dulled  the  intellect,  and  clear,  distinct 
thought  was  as  much  an  impossibility  to 
her  in  the  open  air  as  it  had  been  in  her 
bedroom.  She  was  conscious  of  the  one 
fact  that  she  was  away  from  temptation. 
She  had  locked  and  double-locked  the 
papers  in  a  jewel-case  in  her  wardrobe, 
where  they  would  be  safe  from  Bernard 
and  safe  from  herself.  She  had  come  out 
to  flee  from  thought  rather  than  to  think. 
She  wanted  to  escape  from  memory,  and 
from  thought,  and  from  temptation ;  but 
there   was    one    memory    she    could    not 
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escape  from.  She  could  not  forget  that 
Donald  Stamer  had  deserted  her  for  Fleu- 
rette,  and  there  was  a  bitterness  in  that 
thought  which  seemed  to  poison  her 
whole  being.  Come  what  may,  they 
should  not  marry — not,  at  least,  while 
she  had  power  to  prevent  it.  She  was 
Fleurette's  guardian,  she  remembered, 
with  a  thrill  of  triumph,  and  though  she 
could  not  eventually  forbid  the  marriage, 
she  could  prevent  her  from  even  seeing 
Donald  for  the  next  four  years.  Four 
years  was  a  long  time  to  look  forward  to, 
and  many  changes  might  take  place  in 
that  period.  Where  would  she  be  in  four 
years'  time  ?  she  suddenly  thought,  as  she 
glanced  at  her  thin,  hot  hands,  and  re- 
membered the  strange  languor  that  had 
been  creeping  upon  her  for  months.  The 
fever  that  was  burning  within  her,  and 
that   could  not   be    allayed,  would  have 
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consumed  her  long  before  that  time,  she 
knew. 

The  end  was  not  far  off,  and  there 
would  surely  be  peace  then,  she  thought, 
as  she  raised  her  tear-dimmed  eyes  to 
the  blue  canopy  above.  Would  she  have 
peace  when  the  quivering  nerves  and 
wildly  throbbing  pulses  were  stilled  in 
the  death-slumber  ?  or  would  the  demons 
of  hate  and  jealousy  have  power  to  haunt 
her  beyond  the  grave  ?  Would  she  be 
the  prey  of  evil  desires  after  the  body 
and  soul  were  separated  ?  A  restlessness 
came  over  her,  and  a  nervous  terror  of 
herself.  She  must  try  and  get  to  the 
far-off  woods,  she  thought,  for  if  she 
remained  so  close  to  the  castle  she  would 
be  tempted  to  look  again  at  the  papers, 
and  in  looking  might  be  tempted  to 
destroy  them. 

She  walked  on   and  on  in   a  dreamy 
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way,  utterly  unobservant  of  the  path  she 
was  taking,  and  in  about  half  an  hour 
found  herself  close  to  the  village  church, 
which  stood  within  the  gates  of  Dela- 
mere.  It  was  situated  on  the  base  of  a 
.slight  declivity,  the  cemetery  extending 
up  the  slopes.  The  monuments  of  the 
De  Euthvyns  were  conspicuous  among 
the  humbler  tombstones,  but  Evelyn  did 
not  climb  the  hill  to  inspect  them.  The 
church  door  was  open,  though  no  service 
was  going  on,  and  she  went  in  to  rest. 

Eaymond  took  a  special  interest  in  this 
church,  and  had  spent  a  great  deal  of 
money  on  it.  He  was  religiously  inclined, 
and  took  pride  and  pleasure  in  beautifying 
the  little  sanctuary  with  stained  glass, 
costly  marbles,  and  mosaics. 

Evelyn's  seat  was  in  the  chancel,  close 
to  the  carved  reredos;  but  as  an  old 
woman  was   fidgeting   about   there   with 
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ter  brusli  and  diistery  she  paused  midway, 
and  turned  into  a  side  aisle.  The  cool- 
ness and  shade  were  grateful  to  her  after 
the  glare  of  the  sun,  and,  kneeling  a  few 
moments  in  prayer,  she  felt  insensibly 
soothed.  Upon  lifting  her  eyes,  she  per- 
ceived a  painting  on  the  opposite  wall 
which  Eaymond  had  recently  purchased. 
It  was  an  Ecce  Homo,  and  the  sacred 
portrait  confronted  her  with  a  look  of 
sadness  and  reproach.  In  her  prostra- 
tion of  self,  she  strove  to  withdraw  her 
gaze  from  it,  but  felt  powerless  to  do  so. 
Sombre  and  subdued  was  the  colouring, 
but  the  presentment  of  the  divine  face 
was  distinctly  outlined  and  clearly  to  be 
seen  in  the  grey  shade  of  the  cloistered 
gloom.  The  strength  of  holy  compassion 
was  more  forcibly  portrayed  upon  the 
canvas  than  ever  the  text  was  proclaimed 
by  pulpit  orator  to  congregated  audience. 
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Eepentance  !  how  welcome  a  refuge  to 
Evelyn,  tired  with  conflict  and  sickening 
in  the  bitterness  of  disappointment,  even 
though  her  conscience  intuitively  dis- 
trusted the  impulse,  as  but  a  worldling's 
flight  from  irretrievable  disaster.  She 
had  often  deluded  herself  into  the  belief 
that  she  was  religious ;  she  had  taken 
merit  to  herself  for  her  miserable  attempt 
at  restitution,  and  still  greater  merit  for 
having  overcome  the  temptation  that 
Donald  had  placed  in  her  path ;  but  she 
saw  these  meritorious  acts  in  their  true 
light  now,  and  knew  that  it  was  love  for 
Raymond  which  had  influenced  her 
throughout.  It  was  for  his  sake  that 
she  had  made  the  inquiries  about  Fleu- 
rette,  fearing  that  the  facts  would  come 
to  his  knowledge  sooner  or  later,  and 
that  he  would  never  forgive  remissness 
in  following  up  any  clue,  and  it  was  for 
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his  sake  also  that  she  had  given  up 
Donald.  It  was  one  poor  human  love 
that  had  saved  her  from  another.  Eay- 
mond  was  the  god  whom  she  desired  to 
propitiate,  the  idol  before  whom  she  con- 
tinually bowed,  but  he  was  powerless  to 
bring  her  peace.  Where  had  her  religion 
flown  during  the  last  three  weeks,  while 
she  had  cherished  hatred  and  nursed 
jealousy,  and  had  given  such  vent  to  her 
evil  passions  that  she  had  become  almost 
a  murderess  ? 

Evelyn  shuddered  when  she  thought 
of  the  evil  that  might  have  befallen  the 
friendless  girl  who  was  committed  to  her 
care ;  for  had  she  not  entreated  Bernard 
to  take  her  away,  and  do  what  he  liked 
with  her,  provided  she  did  not  set  eyes 
on  her  again  ?  Those  rash  words  might 
already  have  led  to  guilt — a  guilt  that 
years  of  penitence  could  not  atone  for. 
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Evelyn  prayed  long  and  earnestly,  and 
was  roused  at  length  from  her  devotions 
by  a  voice  which,  in  her  emotional  con- 
dition, seemed  to  her  as  the  voice  of 
an  angel.  She  listened  awestruck  to 
the  chant  Agnus  Dei,  and  she  repeated 
the  amen  with  superstitious  reverence. 
Though  the  voice  sounded  so  near,  the 
church  was  apparently  empty.  The  old 
woman  had  gone  away,  leaving  the  door 
open,  and  she  was  in  complete  solitude. 

Evelyn  stayed  half  an  hour  longer,  but  * 
there  was  no  repetition  of  the  song.  She 
then  left  the  church,  and  there  was  a  set, 
resolute  expression  about  her  features. 
She  was  faint  for  want  of  food,  having 
eaten  scarcely  any  breakfast,  and  she 
missed  the  prescribed  table-spoonful  of 
soup  or  jelly  that  Clarice  gave  her  hourly, 
but  she  was  resolved  to  reach  the  north 
lodge  at  all  hazards.      Though  she  had 
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lived  so  long  at  Delamere,  she  was  not 
familiar  with  all  the  paths  through  the 
park,  and  was  quite  at  a  loss  to  know 
which  was  the  most  direct  way  to  the 
lodge.  She  made  inquiries  among  the 
villagers,  and  one  of  them,  a  stout,  jovial- 
looking  woman,  sent  her  little  son  part 
of  the  way  with  her. 

It  was  a  longer  walk  than  Evelyn  ex- 
pected, and  she  was  very  tired  by  the 
time  she  bade  good-bye  to  her  juvenile 
guide,  and  saw  the  walls  of  the  lodge 
gleaming  through  the  trees.  There  was 
nothing  picturesque  about  it.  It  was  a 
two-storied  house,  built  of  rough  grey 
stone.  Not  a  creeper  adorned  the  bare 
w^alls,  and  the  lower  windows  were  barred ; 
but  through  one  of  them,  which  was  half 
open,  rich,  clear  notes  floated  on  the  air. 
Evelyn  recognized  the  voice.  It  was 
the   same  which  she   had  heard  in  the 
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little  cliiirch,  not  an  hour  before,  and  she 
knew  that  Fleurette  was  the  invisible 
songstress.  She  went  round  to  the  front 
door,  bat  it  was  fastened.  She  was  about 
to  try  the  back  entrance,  when  she 
noticed  the  half-opened  parlour  window, 
and  approached  it  with  hesitating  steps. 

Fleurette  had  ceased  singing,  and  was 
sitting  in  a  dejected  attitude,  with  her 
elbows  on  the  table,  and  her  face  buried 
in  her  hands. 

**  Fleurette  !  "  said  Evelyn,  at  the  half-' 
open  window. 

The  young  girl  looked  round  with  a 
startled  expression,  and  seemed  scarcely 
reassured  when  her  eyes  met  Evelyn's. 

*^  Let  me  in,  like  a  dear  girl.  I  am 
tired  out  here,  and  I  want  to  take  you 
back  with  me  to  the  castle,"  continued 
the  latter. 

Fleurette,  without  speaking,  motioned 
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her  round  to  tlie  front  door.  The  next 
moment  the  bolts  were  drawn  back,  and 
she  and  Evelyn  were  standing  face  to 
iace« 

Fleurette  was  not  the  brilliant  and 
happy-looking  rival  that  Evelyn  expected 
to  see.  Her  face  had  a  sad  expression, 
and,  from  the  swollen  appearance  of  her 
eyelids,  it  was  evident  that  she  had  been 
crying. 

**  Where  is  Mrs.  Birch  ?  I  hope  she 
does  not  often  desert  you  like  this,"  said 
Evelyn,  shaking  hands  with  her. 

*^  She  has  gone  to  see  Mrs.  Clarke,  the 
sextoness.  Her  child  is  ill,  and  she  sent 
for  her ;  but  she  will  be  back  soon.  I  am 
not  afraid  of  being  alone  in  the  daytime  ; 
it  is  only  when  it  gets  dusk  that  I  am 
nervous." 

'*  You  won't  have  any  more  cause  to  be 
nervous,  dear,"  said  Evelyn,  placing  her 
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arm  round  Fleurette's  waist.  ^*You  are 
coming  home  with  me.  It  is  your  own 
home  for  the  future,  you  know,  and  we 
can  leave  a  note  for  old  Mrs.  Birch,  which 
will  explain  everything.  You  can  get 
your  things  sent  home  to-morrow." 

*^But  you  must  rest.  Aunt  Evelyn," 
said  Fleurette,  who  was  at  once  softened 
by  the  kind  manner  of  her  visitor.  "  You 
look  very  ill  and  tired.  Let  me  make 
you  a  cup  of  tea.  I  make  such  nice  tea 
for  Mrs.  Birch,  and  the  kettle  is  boiling* 
inside." 

"  We  must  not  stay  for  tea,  dear. 
There  is  a  mist  rising,  and  if  it  spreads 
we  shall  not  be  able  to  see  our  way 
through  the  park.  Eun  away  and  put 
on  your  things,  while  I  write  a  few  lines 
to  Mrs.  Birch." 

A  few  moments  later,  Evelyn  and 
Fleurette  were  on  their  way  to  the  castle. 
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There  was  a  cold  rawness  in  the  atmo- 
sphere, and  the  sun,  which  had  shone  so 
brightly  all  the  morning,  was  obscured  by 
a  fog.  It  had  come  on  within  the  last 
half-hour,  and  the  chilly,  penetrating 
mists  caused  Evelyn  to  cough  incessantly. 

"  Fleurette,"  she  was  able  to  ejaculate, 
as  they  w^ere  nearing  the  castle,  '^  you 
may  think  it  very  strange  when  I  tell  you 
that  I  have  got  oyer  my  objection  to  your 
engagement  with  Donald.  Yet  I  wish 
you  would  write  and  tell  him  that  I  give 
my  full  consent  to  it,  and  that  you  may 
marry  as  soon  as  you  both  like." 

''But  I  have  given  him  up  of  my  own 
free  will,  Aunt  Evelyn.  I  have  told  him 
that  I  won't  marry  him.  I  don't  feel 
inclined  to  marry  any  one." 

''Why  have  you  changed  your  mind 
so  suddenly?"  said  Evelyn,  in  a  voice 
tremulous  with  excitement. 
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*' Because  he  does  not  care  for  me. 
I  don't  believe  he  ever  loved  me  as  I 
loved  him.  It  was  all  a  mistake  from 
beginning  to  end,"  replied  Fleurette, 
with  heightened  colour. 

*'You  have  been  listening  to  stories, 
and  have  allowed  yourself  to  be  pre- 
judiced against  him  unjustly.  Donald 
has  had  many  trials  in  his  life,  and  it  is 
scarcely  fair  to  give  him  your  love  one 
day  and  take  it  back  the  next."  Evelyn 
spoke  with  forced  composure,  but  her  • 
heart  was  beating  rapidly,  and  already 
a  hope  had  sprung  up  within  her  from 
Fleurette's  words.  It  was  a  hope,  how- 
ever, which  she  knew  she  dared  not 
encourage.  "  I  have  a  great  many  things 
to  tell  you,"  she  continued,  in  a  faint 
voice,  after  a  moment's  pause,  *'  but  I 
do  not  feel  able  for  the  exertion  of 
talking.      I   wanted   to   tell    you    about 
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some  papers  that  are  of  great  importance 
to  you.  I  can  only  give  them  to  you, 
and  you  must  lock  them  up  safely  till 
Eaymond   comes.      He   will   advise   you 

what  to  do  with  them " 

Evelyn  was  interrupted  in  her  talk  by 
a  violent  fit  of  coughing,  and,  raising  her 
handkerchief  to  her  mouth,  Fleurette 
was  dismayed  to  see  that  it  was  spotted 
with  blood.  A  glance  at  the  pale  face 
beside  her  thoroughly  alarmed  Fleurette. 
She  looked  wildly  round  for  assistance, 
but  could  only  see  the  trees  that  loomed 
like  phantoms  through  the  fog.  Sup- 
porting Evelyn  as  well  as  she  was  able, 
she  sat  down  beside  her  on  the  trunk 
of  a  fallen  tree  which  lay  on  the  path, 
while  she  prayed  earnestly  to  Heaven  for 
help  in  her  great  emergency.  As  if  in 
answer  to  the  prayer,  Evelyn  revived 
after  a  few  moments,  and  could  speak, 
though  with  difficulty. 
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*'  You  are  not  much  of  a  soldier,  Fleu- 
rette,  or  you  would  not  be  so  frightened 
at  the  sight  of  a  little  blood.  I  have 
had  an  attack  like  this  before,  and  it 
passed  away,  and  I  was  not  much  the 
worse  for  it.  I  shall  be  able  to  walk 
after  a  few  moments,  if  you  let  me  lean 
on  you  again.  We  are  so  near  home 
that  a  little  more  exertion  will  bring  me 
there,  and  I  shall  be  all  right  then." 

Fleurette  scarcely  knew  whether  to 
remonstrate  or  not,  dreading  that  the 
alternative  of  remaining  in  the  damp  air* 
would  be  still  more  fatal.  While  in  this 
state  of  doubt,  Evelyn  decided  the  ques- 
tion by  continuing  the  walk. 

''  You  will  have  to  nurse-tend  me,  I 
fear,  for  a  few  days,"  she  said,  while  she 
placed  her  hand  on  Fleurette's  shoulder 
and  began  to  move  slowly  towards  the 
castle.     ^'  I  shall  have  to  remain  in  my 
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room,  but  you  will  sing  my  favourite 
hymns  for  me,  and  the  chant  which  you 
sang  in  church  to-day." 

Before  Fleurette  had  time  to  reply, 
voices  were  heard,  and  a  sudden  turn  in 
the  avenue  brought  her  face  to  face  with 
Clarice  and  Miss  Keats,  who  had  come 
out  in  eager  excitement  to  search  for 
Evelyn.  Miss  Keats  had  only  arrived 
by  a  midday  train,  and  Fleurette  saw  by 
her  aspect  of  dismay  how  much  w^orse 
Evelyn  had  become  since  they  had 
parted.  It  added  to  her  own  uneasiness, 
and  she  had  a  foreboding  of  evil  as  she 
followed  the  two  faithful  attendants,  who 
aided  each  other  in  carrying  their  mistress 
to  her  bedroom. 
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CHAPTEE  XI. 

Fleurette  was  not  mucli  the  happier  for 
the  change  from  the  north  lodge  to  the 
luxurious  apartments  which  were  as- 
signed to  her  at  Delamere,  and  was  even 
more  lonely  and  desolate  there  than  in 
Mrs.  Birch's  humble  abode.  Miss  Keats* 
and  Clarice  treated  her  with  studied 
politeness,  but  rarely  exchanged  a  word 
with  her.  Even  Charlie  avoided  her  in 
the  most  unaccountable  manner ;  and  she 
was  refused  admittance  to  Evelyn's  room, 
on  the  plea  that  it  would  be  bad  for  the 
invalid  to  have  too  many  people  round 
her. 
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The  hours  passed  wearily  and  monoto- 
nously until  the  afternoon  of  the  second 
day,  when  Clarice  came  with  a  message 
that  Evelyn  wished  to  see  her.  Fleurette 
was  not  slow  in  obeying  the  summons. 
She  hoped  that  her  solitary  hours  were 
over ;  but  Miss  Keats  met  her  at  the 
door  of  Evelyn's  room,  and  whispered  to 
her  not  to  remain  longer  than  half  an 
hour.  As  soon  as  Miss  Keats  left  them 
alone,  Evelyn  took  a  sealed  envelope 
from  beneath  her  pillow,  and,  without 
entering  into  details,  told  Fleurette  that 
the  papers  it  contained  were  of  great  im- 
portance to  her.  She  begged  her  to  lock 
them  up  carefully  until  Eaymond  came, 
adding  that,  as  he  knew  all  about  them, 
explanations  were  unnecessary. 

Fleurette  took  the  packet  imquestion- 
ingly,  and  felt  little  curiosity  about  it. 
She  had  had  so  much  on  her  mind  lately, 
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that  she  had  almost  forgotten  her  sup- 
posed relationship  to  Philip  de  Euthvyn, 
and  in  no  way  associated  the  papers  with 
the  Duf ours'  statement.  It  was  not  until 
she  was  going  to  bed  that  she  unsealed 
the  large  envelope,  and  was  at  once 
startled  by  perceiving  the  marriage  cer- 
tificate. It  was  the  first  paper  that  met 
her  eye,  and,  remembering  Donald's  con- 
temptuous treatment  of  Teresa's  story, 
wondered  whether  he  would  now  be  con- 
vinced that  she  was  Philip's  child.  She 
shed  many  tears  over  her  father's  letters. 
Her  old  love  and  veneration  for  him 
revived,  but  she  felt  no  elation  at  the 
clearing  up  of  the  mystery.  It  had 
brought  too  many  evils  in  its  train  to 
give  her  any  pleasure.  She  recognized 
the  position  that  these  papers  gave  her, 
and  understood  now  why  Miss  Keats  and 
Clarice  and  Charlie   looked  so  coldly  at 
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her.  She  had  been  wondering  how  she 
could  have  offended  them,  but  it  was 
-  all  plain  to  her  now.  They  had  heard 
from  Evelyn,  no  doubt,  that  she  was  to 
dispossess  Eaymond.  He  was  to  be  dis- 
inherited, perhaps  beggared,  through  her, 
and  she  was  not  surprised  that  they  hated 
her.  Her  only  consolation,  during  the 
gloomy  days  that  followed,  was  the  thought 
that  Eaymond  would  soon  be  at  Dela- 
mere,  and  that  he  would  help  her  through 
her  difficulties.  She  w^ould  watch  for  his 
arrival,  and  plead  earnestly  with  him  to 
save  her  from  the  odium  of  disinheriting 
him.  ISIo  one  should  force  the  property 
upon  her,  she  was  resolved.  She  would 
rather  run  away,  and  hide  in  the  woods 
and  hedges,  than  own  one  acre  of  it,  and 
she  w^ould  tell  Eaymond  so ;  but  her 
heart  sank  within  her  when  she  remem- 
bered the  pride  and  sensitiveness  of  his 


DELAMERE.  179 

nature,  and  she  was  filled  with  a  dread 
foreboding  that  he  would  come  to  know 
of  her  unfortunate  engagement  with 
Donald  Stamer. 

It  was  strange  how  much  her  love  for 
Raymond  was  intensified  by  the  reflec- 
tion that  she  had  brought  misfortune 
upon  him.  It  was  of  him  that  she 
thought  night  and  day,  and  not  of 
Donald.  She  seldom  thought  of  the 
latter.  Her  only  feeling  towards  Imn 
was  an  uneasy  dread  that  she  would  meet 
him.  In  her  sudden  terror  at  Evelyn's 
illness,  she  had  acted  upon  the  impulse 
of  the  moment,  and  had  telegraphed  for 
him,  and  she  did  not  know  the  hour  he 
might  arrive. 

She  was  as  eager  to  see  Raj^mond  as 
to  avoid  Donald,  and  was  in  a  feverish 
state  of  anxiety  lest  in  her  efforts  to 
escape  the  one  she  should  miss  the  other. 
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The  servant  who  waited  upon  her  told 
her  that  Eaymond  was  expected  home 
at  the  end  of  the  week,  and  promised  to 
bring  her  word  as  soon  as  he  came.  It 
was  the  third  evening  after  her  arrival 
at  the  castle  that  the  girl  brought  her  in 
a  note,  and  admitted,  in  very  apologetic 
tones,  that  it  was  from  the  young  master, 
and  that  he  had  come  and  gone.  He 
had  quite  taken  her  by  surprise  in  going 
off  so  suddenly.  He  had  just  come  to 
see  his  *^  ma,"  poor  young  gentleman, 
and  had  left  the  note  with  her  before 
starting. 

Fleurette  was  too  grief  -  stricken  to 
speak.  It  was  just  as  she  feared.  He 
was  offended  with  her,  and  would  never 
be  reconciled.  Breaking  open  the  letter, 
as  soon  as  the  girl  left  the  room,  she 
read  the  following  : — 
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'*  My  dear  little  Cousin, 

'*  I  write  these  lines  to  cheer 
you,  lest  you  should  fret,  or  think  that 
I  am  fretting  about  the  property.  I 
have  heard  all  the  particulars  from  Uncle 
Bernard,  and  my  only  regret  is  that  I 
have  unknowingly  wronged  you  for  so 
many  years.  Perhaps  you  won't  believe 
me,  Fleurette,  but  I  honestly  tell  you 
that  I  am  glad  the  estates  are  yours.  I 
always  dreaded  the  responsibility  of  so 
great  an  income.  Its  chief  charm  would 
have  been  the  good  that  it  would  have 
enabled  me  to  do  to  others,  and  in  my 
efforts  to  do  good  I  might  have  done 
harm.  You  are  going  to  marry  Donald 
Stamer,  I  hear.  He  is  old  enough  to 
give  you  good  advice,  and  will  assist  you 
in  spending  your  money  nobly  and  well. 
Don't  grieve  in  any  way  for  me,  Fleu- 
rette.     I  know  you   are   warm-hearted, 
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and  that  you  won't  like  the  idea  of 
enriching  yourself  at  my  expense ;  but, 
remember,  I  am  now  free  to  choose  the 
life  I  like  best,  and  it  will  more  than 
compensate  me  for  Delamere.  I  shall  be 
ordained  as  soon  as  possible,  and  will 
try  and  get  a  parish  with  plenty  of  work. 
You  know  I  always  had  a  wish  to  go 
into  the  Church,  and  mother  has  given 
her  consent  to  it  now.  She  is  looking 
better  than  I  expected  from  Miss  Keafcs's 
gloomy  account,  and  I  hope  she  will  be 
downstairs  by  the  time  I  come  back. 

^'  Good-bye,  dearest  Fleurette.  Take 
care  of  both  yourself  and  mother,  and 
believe  me 

*'  Ever  your  fond  cousin, 

**  Eaymonp." 

It  was  late  when  Fleurette  folded  the 
letter  and  locked  it  up  in  her  desk,  but 
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though  she  went  to  bed  she  did  not 
sleep.  Eaymond  had  shown  no  anger, 
no  disappointment,  but  she  knew  that  by 
her  deliberate  act  she  had  alienated  him, 
and  that,  under  present  circumstances, 
he  would  not  marry  her,  even  if  she 
told  him  plainly  that  she  wished  to  abide 
by  her  engagement.  She  knew,  also,  by 
the  definiteness  of  his  letter,  that  he 
would  sternly  refuse  any  share  of  her 
wealth.  She  had  hoped  against  hope 
that  he  had  been  spared  the  news  of  her 
brief  infatuation  for  Donald,  but  she  had 
no  longer  any  doubt  upon  the  subject. 
She  pictured  Raymond  to  herself  as  an 
over-worked  curate,  in  an  East  End 
parish,  contending  with  poverty  and  vice  ; 
or,  worse  still,  as  a  missionary,  risking  his 
life  among  savages.  She  had  read  not 
long  ago  of  an  appalling  massacre  at  a 
mission  station,  and  her  heart  sickened 
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within  her  when  she  thought  of  such  a 
disaster  overtaking  him. 

She  was  full  of  these  miserable  fore- 
bodings when  she  rose  the  following 
morning,  and,  finding  the  solitude  of  her 
room  intolerable,  determined  to  brave 
Miss  Keats's  anger,  and  make  her  way  to 
Evelyn.  She  longed  to  confide  her 
troubles  to  her,  and  hoped  with  her  help 
to  devise  some  plan  for  keeping  Eaymond 
at  Delamere. 

Miss  Keats  was  in  livelier  spirits  and 
more  affable  than  usual.  Evelyn  was 
better,  she  said,  and  Eleurette  might  stay 
with  her  for  an  hour  or  so  if  she  liked. 
She  would  find  her  lying  on  the  sofa  in 
her  dressing-room.  She  had  been  moved 
in  there  for  the  first  time  to-day. 

The  light  was  softened  and  subdued  in 
the  dressing-room,  which  was  a  spacious 
and    luxurious    apartment,    its     artistic 
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decorations  and  rich  furniture  blending 
with  exquisite  and  harmonious  effect.  A 
bird  was  singing  in  a  large  tree  that 
shaded  one  of  the  windows,  and  was  the 
only  sound  that  broke  the  stillness  of  the 
room. 

As  Fleurette  approached  the  sofa  upon 
which  Evelyn  was  reclining,  she  per- 
ceived that  she  was  asleep.  She  was 
breathing  so  gently  that  her  figure  had 
all  the  repose  of  a  statue,  and  as  Fleu- 
rette gazed  upon  the  marble  cheeks, • 
fringed  by  the  dark  lashes,  and  at  the 
perfect  lines  of  the  mouth  and  chin,  she 
did  not  w^onder  that  Donald  Stamer, 
having  once  loved  her,  found  it  impos- 
sible to  forget  her.  A  large  folding- 
screen  was  drawn  in  front  of  Evelyn  to 
protect  her  from  the  heat  of  the  fire. 
Fleurette  spent  a  few  moments  in  ex- 
amining  the   objects  of  interest   in  the 
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room,  and  then  ensconced  herself  in  an 
easy-chair,  which  was  placed  at  the  side 
of  the  screen  opposite  the  fireplace.  The 
stillness  of  the  room  and  the  warmth  of 
the  fire  soon  produced  a  drowsy  sensa- 
tion, and  before  many  moments  passed 
she  was  asleep  also. 

How  long  Fleurette  slept  she  was 
unable  to  guess,  as  she  not  only  slept, 
but  dreamt.  She  thought  in  her  dreams 
that  Eaymond  was  reconciled  to  her ; 
that  he  was  sitting  close  beside  her,  with 
a  radiant  look  upon  his  countenance. 
They  were  not  talking  or  thinking  of 
Delamere ;  their  hearts  were  too  full  of 
love,  and  their  thoughts  were  all  of  them- 
selves. The  strange  part  of  the  dream 
was  that,  even  while  she  looked  at  him 
and  felt  the  warm  clasp  of  his  hand,  his 
face  and  voice  seemed  to  change  to 
Donald's.     Fleurette  woke  with  a  startj 
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and  scarcely  knew  whether  she  was  awake 
or  asleep.  Soft  murmurings  of  love 
reached  her,  and  sighs  and  exclamations 
of  delight.  Did  her  ears  deceive  her,  or 
did  she  really  hear  Donald's  familiar 
voice  ? 

It  was  no  dream,  she  knew  at  length, 
and  she  stood  up  erect  and  trembling, 
while  she  listened  with  eager  anxiety. 
He  was  in  the  very  room,  at  the  far  side 
of  the  screen,  and  it  was  to  Evelyn  he 
was  talking.  Fleurette's  heart  stirred, 
within  her,  and  the  hot  blood  mounted 
to  her  temples.  It  was  so  lately  that  she 
had  loved  him,  and  that  he  had  appeared 
to  love  her  so  fondly,  so  devotedly. 

"  Thank  God  for  this  hour,"  she  heard 
him  say,  and  there  was  a  triumphant  ring 
in  his  voice  which  she  had  never  heard 
in  it  before.  *^  You  are  mine,  Evelyn, 
now ;  *  with  life  to  keep,  and  scarce  with 
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death  resign.'  You  have  suffered — I  know 
it  by  your  sweet,  pale  face  ;  but  you  have 
not  suffered,  dear  love,  more  horribly 
than  I  have.  See  here,"  continued  he, 
in  a  hoarse  agitated  tone,  and  Fleurette 
heard  the  rustling  of  a  paper.  **  This  is 
my  only  excuse.  I  believed  you  were 
false  to  me  again,  and  I  was  half  mad 
with  rage  and  jealousy.  How  was  I  to 
know  that  the  abominable  paragraph  was 
an  invention  ?  " 

^^  I  told  Bernard  to  contradict  it,"  said 
Evelyn,  in  a  faint  voice.  *'  I  feared  that 
you  would  hear  the  rumour,  and  be  foolish 
enough  to  believe  it." 

**  So  far  from  contradicting  it,  he  con- 
firmed it  most  emphatically.  I  had  some 
loophole  for  doubt  until  then ;  but  I 
believed  your  own  brother's  statement, 
and  was  sorely  punished  for  doing  so. 
Oh,   Evelyn,   you    can  never  know   the 
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remorse  I  endured  when  Fleurette's  tele- 
gram reached  me.  I  was  not  at  Drian- 
court  when  it  came.  It  was  sent  after 
me  to  Louvain,  and  then  I  travelled  to 
England  with  all  speed.  There  was  worse 
news  for  me  when  I  arrived  at  Stockford. 
The  people  about  there  seemed  to  have 
heard  an  exaggerated  account  of  your 
illness.  I  should  not  like  to  live  through 
the  ordeal  of  that  two  hours'  drive  from 
Stockford  here  again." 

''  I  am  thankful  to  have  lived  to  see* 
you,  Donald  ;  but  I  have  a  very  slender 
hold  of  life.  I  have  just  been  patched 
up  for  a  little  while ;  but  you  must 
not  grow  too  fond  of  me,  dearest.  I 
fear  there  is  a  very  long  parting  before 


us  soon." 


Fleurette  heard  a  moan  of  intense 
anguish,  and  then  all  was  silence  for  a 
few  moments. 
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*^  You  must  not  fret  for  me,"  she  heard 
Evelyn  say,  at  length.  ^'  I  shall  try  and 
get  well  for  your  sake ;  but,  living  or 
dying,  I  shall  be  happy.  You  will  bear 
up  nobly,  Donald,  for  my  sake,  and  you 
will  remember  that  you  are  pledged  in 
honour  to  Fleurette.  She  need  know 
nothing  of  our  love,  as  it  would  only  pain 
her  needlessly.  It  would  be  unfair  to 
break  with  her,  and  it  would  be  scarcely 
worth  while  for  the  sake  of  the  short 
time  we  should  have  to  spend  together." 

^'  Are  you  trying  to  madden  me, 
Evelyn  ?  "  said  Donald,  in  a  hoarse  and 
broken  voice.  *'  Don't  you  know  that 
every  word  you  utter  fills  me  with 
anguish  ?     Have  you  no  pity  for  me  ?  " 

*'  Dearest,  you  must  listen  to  me,  for 
I  may  not  have  another  opportunity  of 
speaking  to  you  ;  but  I  don't  mean  to  be 
cruel.     I  know  you  will  feeLit  terribly  at 


DELAMERE.  191 

first,  and  I  would  give  the  little  life  I 
have  to  save  you  from  any  more  suffering. 
My  only  consolation  is  the  thought  that 
time  lessens  all  grief,  and  that  you  will 
be  happy  by-and-by.  It  will  not  be  a 
hard  lot  to  be  united  to  Fleurette.  She 
is  sweet  and  lovable,  and  I  should  rather 
you  lived  here  at  Delamere  when  I  am 
dead  and  gone  than  a  stranger.  You  will 
both  be  kind  to  Kaymond  and  Charlie, 
and  I  shall  die  happy,  knowing  that  you 
will  always  be  their  friends,  and  that  you. 
will  never  let  them  want." 

^'For  heaven's  sake,  cease,  Evelyn! 
Fleurette  is  sweet  and  lovable,  I  admit ; 
but  I  should  learn  to  loathe  her  if  I  was 
forced  to  marry  her.  I  trust  a  happier 
lot  will  be  in  store  for  the  poor  girl,  than 
to  be  married  to  a  man  who  must  of 
necessity  hate  her.  Don't  talk  of  marriage 
to  me.     I  swear  most  solemnly  that  if  it 
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is  the  will  of  Heaven  to  deprive  me  of 
you — if,  after  my  weary  life  of  disap- 
pointments  and  cross-purposes,  I  am  to 
endure  the  crowning  calamity  of  surviving 
you,  no  marriage  vows  shall  ever  be 
spoken  by  me.  I  shall  die  as  I  have 
lived,  devoted  to  you  and  you  only." 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

Fleurette  did  not  faint  in  her  hiding- 
place  behind  the  screen.  No  merciful 
weakness  came  to  lessen  the  physical 
anguish  she  endured  while  listening  to 
Donald's  words.  A  deathly  chill  came^ 
over  her,  her  ey-es  dilated  with  pain,  and 
her  breath  came  quick  and  short,  but  no 
moan  and  no  cry  escaped  her.  She  was 
conscious  that  her  powers  of  endurance 
were  strained  to  the  uttermost,  and  that 
she  would  not  have  strength  to  hear 
much  more.  There  was  a  door  leading 
to  Evelyn's  room  close  to  the  fireplace, 
by  which  she  hoped   to  escape  without 
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being  seen.  The  lovers  were  so  engrossed 
with  themselves,  that  they  would  not 
notice  her,  and  even  if  they  did,  they 
would  not  trouble  themselves  much  about 
her  feelings.  She  was  of  small  conse- 
quence to  any  one,  she  thought  with 
bitterness,  and  it  mattered  little  what  she 
suffered.  Gliding  swiftly  to  the  door, 
she  closed  it  after  her  without  waiting  to 
hear  the  exclamation  of  surprise  that 
burst  from  Evelyn's  lips,  and  then,  making 
her  way  across  the  bedroom,  reached  the 
central  staircase.  She  was  half  doubting 
whether  to  return  to  her  own  room  or 
seek  the  loneliest  part  of  the  grounds, 
when  Charlie  came  running  along  the 
corridor.  He  was  about  to  pass  without 
noticing  her ;  but  she  caught  hold  of  him 
by  the  arm,  and  looked  at  him  appealingly, 
while  the  tears  stood  in  her  eyes. 

*^  Oh,  Charlie  dear,  I  am  so  very  un- 
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happy.  Why  did  Eaymond  go  away  last 
evenmg  without  seeing  me  ?  I  wanted 
to  speak  to  him  so  much.  Do  you  know 
where  he  is,  that  I  may  write  to  him  ?  " 
As  she  spoke  she  led  the  boy  into  one  of 
the  unoccupied  rooms. 

'^  I  don't  know  where  he  is,  and  if  I  did 
know  I  would  not  tell  you,"  he  said  at: 
length,  looking  her  straight  in  the  face, 
with  a  defiant  expression.  ''  You  have 
been  very  unkind  to  him — you  know  you 
have,  and  you  may  be  quite  sure  he'll 
never  care  to  see  you  again.  I  heard 
him  talking  to  mamma  yesterday,  and  he 
said  the  loss  of  Delamere  did  not  grieve 
him  half  so  much  as  your  unkindness.  He 
said  that  you  had  deceived  him,  and  that 
he  would  not  know  whom  to  trust  again. 
I  wish  you  had  stayed  in  Belgium,"  con- 
tinued the  child,  regardless  of  the  suffer- 
ing that  was  visible  upon  the  face  of  his 
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companion.  *^I  am  sure  I  don't  know 
what  brought  you  here,  except  to  make 
us  all  unhappy,  and  I  don't  believe  you've 
any  right  to  this  place.  Eaymond  may 
not  mind  losing  it,  but  I  do  ;  and  I'll 
never,  never  like  you  again." 

**  You  are  an  unkind,  horrid  little  boy, 
and  I  don't  care  whether  you  hate  me  or 
not!"  said  Meurette,  pushing  Charlie 
from  her,  while  every  thought  of  her 
heart  rose  up  in  rebellion  against  the 
hard  treatment  she  was  receiving  on  all 
sides.  *'  I  shall  find  out  Raymond, 
wherever  he  is,"  she  continued,  with 
flashing  eyes  and  palpitating  heart ;  **  and 
I  shall  tell  him  the  cruel  things  you  have 
said  to  me,  and  he  will  be  very  angry 
with  you.'^ 

**  You  must  not  try  and  sow  dissension 
between  the  two  brothers,  Miss  de 
Ruthvyn,"  said  a  cold,  stern  voice ;  and, 
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looking  round,  Fleurette  saw  that  Miss 
Keats  was  behind  her.  ^'  It  may  be  your 
misfortune  more  than  your  fault,  but 
you  must  admit  you  have  been  the  cause 
of  a  great  deal  of  misery  to  Mrs.  de 
Ruthvyn  and  her  sons.  I  believe  my 
dear  mistress's  illness  is  entirely  owing 
to  you.  It  is  more  than  probable  she  will 
not  recover,  so  you  can  scarcely  expect 
much  civility  from  her  children  or  me." 

Fleurette  made  no  reply ;  she  would 
have  found  it  impossible  to  articulate 
had  she  tried.  She  unfastened  the  lace 
handkerchief  from  her  throat  to  relieve 
the  choking  sensation  that  was  almost 
depriving  her  of  breath,  and  then  walked 
away.  Her  features  looked  as  if  they 
were  carved  in  stone,  and  all  the  blood 
had  receded  from  her  face.  She  went  up 
to  her  own  room,  with  the  fixed  deter- 
mination  of  leaving  Delamere  for  ever. 
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She  was  wounded  to  death,  and,  like  some 
hunted  animal,  longed  to  crawl  away  to 
some  quiet  shelter,  and  die  in  peace.  But 
there  was  no  shelter  for  her — even  death 
would  not  come  at  her  bidding ;  and  she 
knew  that  the  hour  had  come  when, 
instead  of  lying  down  in  despair,  she  must 
nerve  herself  for  action.  She  must  leave 
Delamere  at  once.  On  that  one  point 
she  was  certain,  though  everything  beyond 
was  vague  and  confused.  She  was  too 
bewildered  and  grief- stricken  to  think. 
Sobs  shook  her  frame,  and  her  eyes  w^ere 
blinded  with  weeping ;  but  the  tears 
relieved  her,  and  after  a  while  she  was 
able  to  collect  her  thoughts.  She  counted 
up  her  resources  for  the  journey  before 
her,  and  found  that  she  had  a  five-pound 
note  and  some  loose  silver,  besides  her 
watch  and  chain,  and  other  small  orna- 
ments.    Five  pounds  would  take  her   a 
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good  long  distance,  if  she  could  only  keep 

her  senses  about  her,  and  not  get  terrified 

at    the    thought    of    being    lonely    and 

defenceless.      She    would    avoid    towns, 

and  seek  some   quiet  village  or  solitary 

farmhouse,   and    she   had    a  vague   hope 

that   the   people   there   would    give    her 

shelter  if  she  offered  her  services  free,  and 

gave   them    her   ornaments    as   a   bribe. 

Fleurette  did  not  take  long  to  dress,  after 

she  had  come  to  this  decision.     She  put 

on  a  dark    travelling-cloak    which  com- 

• 
pletely   covered    her,    and   tied   a    thick 

veil  over  her  hat.     She  then  stowed  away 

her  money  and  jewellery  in  a  small  Eussia 

leather  hand-bag,   and  ran  quickly  down 

the    back    staircase,    looking    nervously 

round,  and   starting   at   every  sound,   as 

though  she  were  bent  upon  some  criminal 

errand.     The   veil    effectually   concealed 

her  swollen  features,  and  though  she  met 
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several  of  the  servants  before  she  con- 
trived to  make  her  escape  from  the  castle, 
they  took  no  notice  of  her. 

The  hands  of  the  tower  clock  pointed 
to  three  as  she  hastened  beneath  the 
stone  archway,  and  she  was  startled  to 
see  that  it  was  so  late.  She  knew  that  if 
she  walked  at  her  quickest  speed,  she 
could  not  hope  to  reach  Stockford  before 
dark.  She  had  never  travelled  a  hundred 
yards  alone  before,  and  she  shrank  timidly 
from  the  thought  of  the  busy  lamp-lit 
station ;  but  she  solaced  herself  with  the 
idea  that  she  could  get  a  lodging  in  the 
town,  and  go  on  by  the  earliest  train  in 
the  morning.  Fleurette  chose  the  path 
by  the  river,  as  it  was  the  loneliest  and 
most  unfrequented  way.  She  hoped,  by 
crossing  a  little  bridge  further  on,  to  get 
into  some  fields,  and  by  a  short  pathway 
through  them  to  reach  the  high-road.     It 
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was  a  lovely  afternoon.  The  sun  was 
dappling  the  trees  and  shining  upon  the 
river ;  but  the  season  was  advanced,  and 
the  golden  beauty  of  autumn  was  touch- 
ing the  leafy  branches  with  a  thousand 
vivid  tints.  ^^  How  calm  and  placid  the 
water  looks,  with  the  sun  glistening  upon 
it !  "  thought  Meurette,  as  she  came  close 
to  the  edge,  and  watched  the  wild  ducks 
diving  amongst  the  lilies.  It  seemed  to 
invite  her  to  end  all  her  troubles  by 
slipping  quietly  into  it.  Drowning  was 
not  a  painful  death,  she  had  often  heard, 
and  it  would  be  such  an  easy  escape 
from  the  difficulties  that  overwhelmed 
her. 

It  seemed  a  less  terrible  alternative 
than  going  out  into  the  cold,  cruel  world 
alone.  Night  was  coming  on.  It  would 
be  dark  in  a  few  hours,  and  the  thought 
filled  her  with  fear  and  perplexity.     She 
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would  traverse  many  a  weary  mile  before 
the  doors  of  a  farmhouse  opened  to  receive 
her,  she  feared ;  and  even  should  her 
most  sanguine  expectations  he  realized, 
and  a  shelter  be  found  at  length,  she 
would  not  be  left  there  long.  She  must 
be  discovered,  and  brought  back  to 
Delamere  to  suffer  more  misery  and 
humiliation.  Eaymond  would  not  take 
her  absence  quietly,  she  knew  ;  he  would 
insist  on  inquiries  being  made.  She  would 
be  found,  wherever  she  was  hiding,  and 
her  flight  and  all  its  attendant  horrors 
would  be  of  no  avail.  There  was  but  one 
way  that  she  could  give  the  property  to 
him,  she  thought,  with  a  shudder,  as  she 
glanced  at  the  rippling  river,  and  wondered 
whether  she  would  have  courage  to  sacri- 
fice herself  for  him.  One  plunge,  and  it 
would  be  all  over ;  and  though  it  would  be 
a  sin,  yet  it  would  be  doing  evil  that  good 
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might  come,  and  Heaven  would  be  gracious 
to  her. 

While  trying  to  nerve  herself  for  the 
fatal  act,  she  heard  a  rustling  among  the 
branches,  and,  looking  round,  saw  a  figure 
through  the  trees,  which  at  first  glance 
she  thought  was  a  poacher.  She  could 
not  see  his  face  distinctly,  but  it  flashed 
upon  her  that  he  was  watching  her,  and 
the  blood  rushed  hotly  to  her  face.  Who 
was  he,  and  what  right  had  he  to 
interfere  with  her  ?  she  thought  angrily, 
while  the  very  opposition  seemed  to 
strengthen  her  in  her  mad  purpose. 
She  retraced  her  steps,  hoping  to  escape 
from  the  vigilance  of  the  stranger,  and 
glanced  furtively  at  him  as  she  passed. 
There  was  a  glen  further  up  the  river, 
in  the  direction  she  was  now  taking, 
where  the  trees  grew  to  the  very  brink, 
and  the  boughs  interlaced  overhead.     It 
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was  sucli  a  dark,  solitary  spot  tliat  even 
the  wild  birds  avoided  it,  and  the  water 
was  at  its  deepest  there.  Hurrying  on 
to  get  well  ahead  of  the  stranger,  she 
was  startled  at  hearing  her  name  called, 
and,  looking  round,  perceived  Eaymond 
emerging  from  the  trees. 

*'  What  are  you  doing  here,  Fleurette  ; 
and  why  do  you  look  so  strange  and 
flurried  ?  "  said  he,  coming  close  to  her 
and  taking  her  cold  hands  in  his.  His 
face  was  paler  than  usual,  and  there  was 
a  tremor  in  his  voice  which  betrayed  his 
agitation. 

*'I  am  utterly  miserable.  Every  one 
is  unkind  to  me,  and  I  am  going  to  hide 
where  no  one  will  find  me,"  said  Fleurette, 
throwing  herself  upon  the  bank,  and 
giving  vent  to  a  fresh  storm  of  sobs  and 
tears. 

"Tell  me  what   has  happened,"   said 
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Eaymond,  looking  at  her  with  a  be- 
wildered expression.  *^  I  thought  you 
were  very  happy,  Fleurette,  and  that 
you  had  everything  in  the  world  that 
you  wished  for.  Will  you  not  confess 
your  troubles,  whatever  they  are,  to  roe, 
dearest  ?  "  continued  he,  in  a  soothing 
tone,  while  he  sat  down  on  the  bank 
beside  her. 

'^  You  can  save  me  from  them  all  if  you 
like,  Eaymond.  You  have  only  to  take 
back  Delamere,  and  to  change  your  mind 
about  being  a  clergyman,"  said  Fleurette, 
throwing  back  her  veil  in  her  excitement, 
and  revealing  her  tear-stained  features. 
*^  I  dare  say  you  hate  the  property  as 
much  as  I  do,  but  for  my  sake,  and  to 
save  me  from  a  misery  that  is  goading  me 
to  death,  will  you  not  take  it  back,  and  let 
things  go  on  as  they  were  ?  You  used  to 
love   me   long   ago,"   she  continued,  be- 
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ginning  to  weep  afresh,  ^^  and  for  the  sake 
of  that  love,  I  implore  you  to  do  what  I 
ask." 

**  Don't  say  I  used  to  love  you, 
Fleurette,  for  mine  is  not  a  love  to 
change  or  grow  cold.  God  knows,  my 
feelings  to  you  are  the  same  as  they  ever 
were,  but  I  cannot  do  as  you  wish  about 
the  estates.  Even  if  I  were  wicked 
enough  to  take  advantage  of  jovlv  offer, 
the  law  would  effectually  prevent  me 
from  appropriating  them.  But  why  worry 
about  them,  dearest  ?  I  told  you  in  my 
letter  that  the  loss  was  no  disappointment 
to  me ,;  I  am  thoroughly  interested  in  the 
profession  I  have  chosen,  and  should  be 
qaite  unsuited  for  the  idle  life  of  a  country 
gentleman." 

^'  Then,  you  will  drive  me  out  of  the 
country,  Raymond,  for  I  shall  never 
supplant   you   here.     I   shall    adopt    my 
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mother's  religion,  and  will  spend  my  life 
in  some  convent  abroad.  As  you  won't 
have  the  money,  it  may  as  well  go  to 
found  churches  and  nunneries.  It  may 
be  an  inducement  to  some  abbess  to  give 
me  shelter  within  her  walls." 

^^  I  doubt  she  would  take  you,  unless 
you  had  some  more  decided  vocation  than 
the  silly  wish  to  run  away  from  all  your 
friends.  I  know  enough  of  the  religion 
to  be  persuaded  that  your  money  would 
not  be  a  bait.  Don't  think  so  much  of 
the  estates,  Fleurette.  Delamere  is  not 
all  the  world,  and  5^0 u  are  allowing  your- 
self to  grow  morbid  on  the  subject.  See 
how  little  happiness  money  brings  !  For 
my  own  part,  I  intend  to  earn  my  living, 
and  the  necessity  for  action  has  ah^eady 
given  me  a  greater  zest  for  life.  I  shall 
have  no  difficulty  in  getting  some  employ- 
ment while  I  am  reading  for  the  Church." 


208  DELAMERE. 

*'  Eaymond,"  said  Fleurette,  summon- 
ing up  courage  to  say  the  words  that  were 
trembling  upon  her  lips  from  the  moment 
she  had  met  her  cousin,  *'You  said  a 
few  moments  ago  that  your  love  for  me 
was  unchanged.     If  that  be  the  case,  why 

should    not "    she    paused,    blushed 

deeply,  and,  looking  down,  seemed  intent 
in  examining  the  pattern  of  her  cloak, 
*'  why  should  not  our  engagement  con- 
tinue as  before  ?  " 

*^  There  is  one  very  effectual  reason 
that  it  should  not,"  replied  Eaymond. 
^'  You  have  chosen  to  break  it  off,  of  your 
own  free  will,  and  to  engage  yourself  to 
Donald  Stamer." 

^'I  am  not  engaged  to  him,  indeed," 
replied  Fleurette,  eagerly.  *^I  thought  I 
liked  him  for  a  little,  but  it  was  all  a 
mistake.  I  hate  him  now,"  she  added, 
with   a  wild    light   in   her   eyes   as   she 
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thouglit  of  all  he  had  said  of  her  that 
day.  **  It  will  not  be  long,  Kaymond, 
before  you  find  out  whom  he  loves,  aud 
you  will  know  then  that  I  am  telling  you 
the  truth." 

^'I  am  to  conclude,  then,  that  it  is 
Donald's  coldness  and  indifference  that 
makes  you  so  wretchedly  unhappy,"  said 
her  companion,  while  a  mortified  look 
passed  over  his  features.  *'You  looked 
as  if  some  terrible  news  had  deprived  you 
of  your  senses  while  you  were  standing 
on  the  bank  just  now.  Do  you  know, 
that  it  made  me  quite  nervous  to  watch 
you." 

^^  I  was  half  mad  with  grief,  I  admit, 
but  you  may  rest  assured  that  it  was  not 
of  Donald  I  was  thinking,"  said  Fleu- 
rette,  bridling  up  at  the  thought  that  her 
motives  should  be  so  completely  mistaken. 
"  I  felt  that  I  should  rather  die  than  dis- 
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inherit  you,  and  I  feel  so  still.  Oh,  Kay- 
mond,  I  never  knew  how  much  I  loved 
3^ou  until  those  horrible  papers  were 
placed  in  my  hand;  and  it  was  just  at 
that  time,  to  make  matters  worse,  that 
your  letter  reached  me,  showing  you  in- 
tended to  give  me  up,  and  be  as  unkind 
as  all  the  others." 

^'I  did  not  mean  the  letter  to  be  un- 
kind, and  heaven  is  my  witness  that  I 
had  not  one  angry  feeling  towards  you 
when  I  wrote  it ;  but  I  cannot  accept  the 
sacrifice  you  propose  to  make  of  yourself, 
no  more  than  I  can  accept  Delamere. 
It  is  generosity  that  makes  you  wish  our 
engagement  should  continue,  dearest 
Fleurette,  and  you  mistake  the  generosity 
for  love.  You  have  nothing  for  me  but  a 
sisterly  affection,  and  it  would  be  mean 
and  unworthy  of  me  to  take  advantage  of 
your  weakness  and  good  nature.    You  are 
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young  yet,  dear,  almost  a  child,  and  have 
seen  nothing  of  life ;  but  you  have  an 
ardent  nature,  and  are  capable  of  con- 
ceiving an  ardent  and  enduring  love.  If 
we  married  to-morrow,  the  probabihties 
are  that  you  would  regret  it  in  a  few 
years,  and  think  how  miserable  w^e  should 
both  be  then.  Is  it  not  better  that  I 
should  devote  myself  to  my  profession, 
and  not  be  tempted  to  enter  into  a  con- 
tract in  which  I  should  be  the  gainer, 
and  you  immeasurably  the  loser  ?  " 

*'  I  have  told  you  that  I  love  you,  and 
am  persuaded  that  my  love  is  both  ardent 
and  enduring,  but  I  shall  say  no  more  on 
the  subject.  I  erred  once,  and  gave  you 
up  for  Donald,  therefore  there  is  no  hope 
of  pardon  for  me.  You  have  an  inexorable 
nature,  Eaymond,  and  I  trust  God  will 
be  more  merciful  to  me.  I  shall  make 
an  effort  to  get  into  a  convent,  though 
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you  have  tried  your  best  to  discourage 
me  from  it,  and  I  shall  live  abroad 
with  Teresa  until  I  can  accomplish  it. 
Nothing  will  induce  me  to  remain  at 
Delamere." 

Fleurette  spoke  in  a  low  and  heart- 
broken tone,  and,  rising  from  the  bank, 
began  to  walk  slowly  towards  the  castle. 
Baymond  followed  her. 

In  spite  of  all  that  he  had  said  to  the 
contrary,  he  had  an  idea  that  the  Church 
of  Rome  would  be  glad  to  swell  the  army 
of  her  converts  by  receiving  into  her 
sacred  fold  the  rich  and  influential  heiress 
of  Delamere  ;  and  that  if  she  desired  very 
much  to  become  the  bride  of  heaven, 
they  would  place  no  serious  obstacle  in 
her  path.  Somehow,  as  he  looked  at  her, 
and  saw  her  large  violet  eyes  swimming 
with  tears,  and  recalled  the  assurances 
she  had  just  given  him  of  ber  love,  the 
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bare  possibility  of  her   becoming   a  nun 
was  most  unwelcome  to  him. 

**  Will  you  be  guided  by  me  in  this 
trying  scene  of  your  life,  Fleurette  ? " 
said  he,  in  agitated  tones,  while  he  placed 
his  arm  within  hers  and  looked  at  her 
earnestly.  ^'  Put  convents  out  of  your 
head  for  the  present,  and  go  to  some 
bright,  lively  city,  like  Paris  or  Brussels, 
instead.  I  have  no  doubt  your  friend. 
Miss  Bouverie,  would  take  care  of  you,  and 
you  might  be  able  to  persuade  Teresa  to 
go  with  you  also.  You  are  in  a  position 
to  make  the  latter  a  substantial  compen- 
sation for  leaving  her  home  for  any  length 
of  time." 

*'  Length  of  time  ?  "  repeated  Fleurette, 
in  an  interrogative  tone.  '*  And  pray,  how 
long  do  you  wish  me  to  remain  away  ?  " 
She  smiled  as  she  spoke,  but  though  she 
had  suggested  the  journey  herself,   she 
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scarcely  liked    the    cool   way    Eaymond 
proposed  to  exile  her. 

*^At  the  end  of  a  year  from  the  time 
you  leave  I  shall  join  yon,  wherever  you 
are.  You  shall  see,  in  the  mean  time,  how 
well  I  have  been  able  to  get  on  without 
Delamere,  and  you  will  have  overcome 
the  miserable  thought  that  you  are  bound 
to  sacrifice  yourself.  I  shall  be  quite 
prepared  to  hear,  before  the  year  is  passed, 
that  you  have  given  your  heart  to  the 
safe  keeping  of  some  one  who  will  be 
thoroughly  devoted  to  you;  and  mind, 
you  are  free  to  do  so,  for  there  is  no 
engagement  between  you  and  me." 

''  A  year  is  a  long  time  to  w^ait,"  urged 
Fleurette.  ''  You  will  surely  write  to  me 
between  this  and  then  ?  " 

^'  Yes,  certainly ;  we  shall  write  as 
often  as  you  like,  and  I  shall  expect  you 
to  be  very  confidential  with  me.     When- 
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ever  you  feel  that  your  heart  is  slipping 
away  from  you,  tell  me  ;  for,  although  you 
are  free  as  air,  I  should  not  like  the 
news  to  come  upon  me  with  the  terrible 
surprise  and  suddenness  that  it  did  on 
a  former  occasion." 

**  And  if  my  heart  should  not  waver 
from  you  during  this  year  of  my  proba- 
tion ;  if,  through  all  these  weary  months, 
I  shall  live  only  in  the  hope  of  meeting 
you  again,  what  is  to  be  my  reward?" 
said  Fleurette,  looking  up  archly  at  her 
companion. 

*^  Then  I  shall  accept  your  love  as  the 
most  priceless  gift  on  earth,"  replied  her 
companion,  flushing  to  the  very  temples 
with  the  intensity  of  his  emotion.  *^  But 
you  must  not  talk  of  it,  dear,  for  it  is  not 
likely  to  come  to  pass.  I  should  be  only 
nursing  a  delusion  if  I  let  my  thoughts 
dwell  upon  it.     It  would  unsettle  me  for 
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my  work,  and  for  the  stern  realities  of  life 
that  are  before  me.  I  should  be  like  the 
man  in  the  Bible,  too,  who  put  his  hand 
to  the  plough,  and  turned  back,  and  you 
know  what  was  said  of  him." 

^^  I  cannot  see  why  we  should  not  work 
together,  as  well  as  apart.  I  should  be 
ready  to  promote  any  noble  and  good 
undertaking  of  yours.  You  know  you 
might  rely  upon  me." 

Fleurette  had  thrown  aside  her  veil, 
and  the  fresh  air  had  cooled  her  forehead 
and  eyes.  Hope  was  insensibly  springing 
up  within  her  heart.  Her  features  had 
resumed  their  cheerful  and  animated  ex- 
pression, and  she  was  returning  to  the 
castle  in  a  more  peaceful  frame  of  mind 
than  when  she  left  it  above  an  hoar  ago. 

As  she  and  Kaymond  entered  the  hall, 
they  were  surprised  to  see  a  group  of 
persons  collected  there.     Miss  Keats  and 
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Donald  Stamer  were  in  earnest  conversa- 
tion with  a  man  and  woman,  whose  backs 
were  turned  to  Fleurette  as  she  entered ; 
but  her  attention  was  at  once  attracted 
by  a  shrivelled  old  woman,  dressed  in  the 
garb  of  an  Italian  peasant,  who  was 
sitting  alone  and  unnoticed  on  one  of  the 
high-backed  chairs.  Before  Fleurette 
advanced  many  paces,  the  strangers 
turned  round,  and  she  at  once  recognized 
Paul  and  Teresa. 

*^  We  are  come  to  see  that  you  are* 
reinstated  in  your  heritage.  Miss  de 
Ruthvyn,"  said  the  former,  in  a  pompous 
tone,  and  bowing  very  low  to  Fleurette, 
while  Teresa  caught  hold  of  her,  and 
almost  smothered  her  with  kisses.  '^  This 
lady  and  gentleman,"  continued  Monsieur 
Dufour,  pointing  to  Miss  Keats  and 
Donald,  *'  tell  me  that  the  marriage 
certificate  has  been  found,  and  that  Mrs, 
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de  Euthvyn  and  her  son  are  only  waiting 
the  legal  preliminaries  to  resign  your 
possessions  to  you." 

"And  here  is  your  old  nurse,"  chimed 
in  Teresa,  eagerly,  leading  Fleurette  to 
the  old  peasant  woman.  "  This  is  old 
Giulietta,  who  nursed  you  when  you  were 
a  bahy,  and  who  lived  with  your  dear 
mother  before  her  marriage.  You  can't 
think,  mademoiselle,  the  difficulty  we 
had  in  bringing  her  here  all  the  way  from 
Palermo.  The  poor  old  soul  is  very 
helpless,  and  can  scarcely  make  herself 
intelligible  ;  but  she  remembers  the  mar- 
riage ceremony  well,  and  is  prepared  to 
sign  her  deposition,  if  it  be  necessary." 

"  There  is  no  occasion  for  all  this  dis- 
turbance, I  assure  you,  Teresa,"  said 
Fleurette,  in  a  deprecatory  tone,  and 
looking  miserably  white  and  distressed. 
"  Mrs,   de  Euthvyn  is  ill,  and  I  should 
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not  for  the  world  that  she  knew  either 
you  or  your  husband  were  here." 

^'I  don't  feel  bound  to  study  her  in  the 
least,  mademoiselle,"  said  Teresa,  with 
flashing  eyes.  **  I  shall  treat  her  with  as 
much  consideration  as  she  treated  me 
five  years  ago.  I  shan't  be  content 
until  she,  and  all  belonging  to  her,  are 
out  of  thi?,  and  that  you  are  ruling  here 
as  mistress." 

*^If  you  talk  in  this  strain,  I  shall  go 
away  and  not  listen  to  you.  Mrs.  de* 
Ruthvyn  and  her  son  are  far  more  willing 
to  give  up  the  property  than  I  am  to 
accept  it,  I  assure  you," 

^*  I  am  glad  to  hear  it ;  but  there  is 
nothing  like  showing  them  that  we  are 
prepared  to  fight  them.  Paul  has  brought 
all  his  papers,  and  you  have  a  right  good 
case,  mademoiselle.  You  could  prosecute 
them  all  for  gross  and  deliberate  fraud  if 
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you  wished,  and  it  is  what  I  should  do  if 
I  were  in  your  place,"  she  continued,  her 
voice  sinking  to  a  low  whisper,  ^^  You 
could  have  your  revenge  upon  Mr.  Bernard 
Waldstein.  It  would  be  a  shame  to  let 
a  scoundrel  like  him  go  unpunished." 

*'  I  am  in  no  humour  for  revenge," 
replied  Fleurette,  in  a  weary  tone,  and 
with  a  look  of  disdain  in  her  eyes. 

*^  Where  is  he  ?  "  asked  Teresa,  eagerly. 
•*  I  don't  see  him  here,  and  I  should  like 
to  have  a  few  words  with  him." 

**If  you  mean  Bernard,  he  is  away. 
We  have  no  idea  where  he  is,  and  it  is  as 
well  you  should  not  meet,  if  you  feel 
angry  with  him.  Calm  your  agitation, 
dear  Teresa,"  continued  Fleurette,  **  and 
come  to  my  room,  and  I  will  tell  you  a 
project  which  I  have  in  my  mind,  and 
which  I  think  will  please  you." 
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CHAPTER   XIII. 

Six  months  have  passed  since  the  October 
afternoon  when  Fleurette  wandered  in  a 
distraught  condition  along  the  banks  of 
the  river.  The  leaves  which  decked  the 
trees  in  such  rich  and  glowing  colouring 
have  been  long  since  swept  away,  winter 
has  had  his  dreary  reign,  and  spring  has 
returned  once  more  to  gladden  the  earth. 
Its  voices  are  heard  in  the  woods  and 
forests  of  Delamere,  and  it  heralds  hope 
and  happiness  and  long  days  of  delight 
to  Fleurette  in  her  distant  home  in  the 
sunny  south.  It  is  a  picturesque  home 
that  she  has  chosen  for  herself,  and  one 
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hallowed  by  dear  and  tender  memories ; 
and  at  the  quiet  vesper  hour,  in  the 
golden  hush  of  noon,  or  in  the  rosy  light 
of  early  morning,  her  vivid  fancy  peoples 
the  vacant  rooms  with  the  vanished 
forms  of  her  father  and  mother.  The 
Yilla  Bellamonte,  under  Monsieur  Du- 
four's  superintendence,  has  been  deco- 
rated and  furnished  precisely  as  it  was 
when  Philip  and  Flora  resided  there. 

Before  leaving  England,  Fleurette  ex- 
pressed a  great  desire  -to  visit  Terracina. 
At  her  request,  Eaymond  made  inquiries 
about  the  villa,  and,  finding  that  it  was 
to  be  sold,  she  purchased  it  without 
delay. 

Miss  Bouverie  was  charmed  with  the 
idea  of  spending  a  winter  in  the  south  of 
Italy  in  the  society  of  Fleurette.  Her 
affection  for  the  young  girl  had  been,  if 
possible,  strengthened  by  the  conviction 
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that  her  nephew  had  not  treated  her 
well,  and  she  would  have  made  a  sacri- 
fice, if  necessary,  rather  than  forego  the 
pleasure  of  being  with  her.  She  and 
Fleurette  spend  happy,  indolent  hours 
together,  their  chief  excitement  being  the 
arrival  of  the  post,  which  brings  daily 
letters  from  Cannes,  where  Evelyn  is 
staying,  and  from  Eaymond  at  Oxford. 
Miss  Bouverie  is  as  much  interested  in 
seeing  matters  brought  to  a  satisfactory 
crisis  between  Eaymond  and  Fleurette,* 
as  if  the  latter  had  never  been  engaged 
to  her  nephew.  Donald  is  at  Cannes, 
and  she  knows  that  the  only  drawback 
to  his  happiness  is  Evelyn's  weak  state 
of  health.  He  lives  in  hope,  however, 
that  the  warm  climate,  and  his  own  in- 
cessant care,  combined  with  Miss  Keats's 
vigilance,  will  do  wonders. 

One  bright,  balmy  day,  towards  the  end 
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of  April,  there  was  unusual  commotion  at 
the  villa.  Fleurette  was  too  agitated  to 
eat  anything  all  day;  even  Miss  Bouverie's 
placid  features  betrayed  undue  emotion. 
A  letter  had  reached  them  a  few  days  ago 
from  Eaymond,  telling  them  that  he  could 
take  a  fortnight's  holiday,  and  would  pay 
them  a  short  visit  before  going  on  to 
his  mother.  After  close  calculation,  Miss 
Bouverie  and  Fleurette  have  come  to  the 
conclusion  that  he  might  arrive  any 
moment.  Fleurette  has  put  on  her  most 
becoming  dress,  and  has  arranged  her 
hair  in  the  classic  style  that  Raymond 
likes  best,  but  she  can  settle  to  no 
occupation.  She  stands  on  the  terrace, 
and,  with  the  aid  of  an  opera-glass,  looks 
along  the  road  to  catch  the  first  glimpse 
of  the  traveller.  Miss  Bouverie,  in  her 
rich  black  silk  dress,  with  lace  lappets 
floating  in  the  breeze,  joins  her  after  a  few 
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moments.  She  has  a  letter  in  her  hand, 
which  came  that  morning  to  Fleurette 
from  Evelyn,  and  which  has  been  the 
subject  of  much  discussion  already. 

^'  I  have  been  thinking  over  it,  dear, 
and  am  quite  certain  that  it  would  be 
wise  to  show  this  letter  to  Eaymond." 
As  Miss  Bouverie  spoke,  she  came  close 
to  Fleurette,  and  put  her  arm  round  her. 
waist. 

"  I  have  no  objection  to  let  him  read 
the  part  where  Aunt  Evelyn  invites* 
us  to  stay  at  Cannes,  but  I  should  never 
have  courage  to  show  him  the  rest," 
replied  Fleurette.  **Aunt  wants  us  to 
be  married  immediately,  within  the  next 
month  or  six  weeks,  and  Eaymond  has 
never  alluded  to  the  subject  since  I  left 
Delamere.  You  know  how  many  oppor- 
tunities he  has  had  for  doing  so  if  he 
wished." 

VOL.  III.  o 
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"He  is  too  proud,  my  love.  It  is  all 
pride,  nothing  but  pride.  He  idolizes 
you,  bat  hesitates  to  ask  you  to  be  his 
wife,  as  you  have  so  much  of  this  world's 
goods.  There  was  some  arrangement, 
too,  was  there  not,  that  you  were  to 
travel  about  for  a  year,  and  have  oppor- 
tunities of  forming  other  attachments  ? 
If  he  made  a  stipulation  of  that  kind,  he 
would  naturally  be  very  slow  to  break  it." 

"  There  was  an  arrangement  of  that 
kind,"  replied  Fleurette.  *^I  need  not 
tell  you  how  unhkely  I  am  to  form  other 
attachments,  but  as  I  have  lived  through 
six  months  of  the  time,  and  have  managed 
to  enjoy  myself  tolerably,  would  it  not  be 
better  to  wait  until  the  year  is  over,  and 
then  Eaymond  can  redeem  his  promise 
without  any  suggestion  from  me  ?  " 

*^  It  would  be  all  very  well  if  his  mother 
were  not  in  such  a  critical  state  of  health, 
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my  dear,  bufc  the  suspense  is  injurious  to 
her.  Her  heart  and  soul  are  wrapt  up  in 
Eaymond  and  in  the  thought  of  this 
marriage,  and  she  will  be  in  a  feverish 
state  of  unrest  until  it  is  over." 

**  But  supposing  we  had  the  wedding 
as  quickly  as  Aunt  Evelyn  wished,  how 
should  we  manage  about  the  trousseau  J  " 

''  There  would  not  be  much  difficulty 
in  arranging  that  part  of  the  business. 
If  you  write  an  order  to  Paris,  we  can 
easily  get  everything  that  you  require. 
But  we  shall  have  plenty  of  time  for  our 
purchases,  I  fancy,  for  if  fortune  is  pro- 
pitious, I  do  not  anticipate  that  Raymond 
will  be  in  any  hurry  to  get  back  to 
England." 

**  What  would  you  say  to  showing  him 
the  letter  yourself.  Miss  Bouverie  ?  I  am 
sure  he  would  take  anything  in  good  part 
from  you,  and  would  be  guided  by  your 
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advice,  as  he  knows  you  are  thoroiighly 
disinterested.  It  seems  that  we  are  all  con- 
spiring to  marry  him  against  his  wishes," 
Fleurette  added,  with  a  merry  laugh. 

^'  You  must  rememher,  my  love,  that 
it  is  quite  an  exceptional  case.  If  he  did 
not  get  very  decided  encouragement,  how 
could  you  expect  him  to  offer  himself  to 
you  ?  Bear  in  mind  that  you  have  many 
thousands  a  year,  and  that  he  is  com- 
paratively penniless.  Of  the  money  left 
him  in  his  father's  will,  I  understand  he 
has  only  reserved  enough  to  get  through 
college ;  he  has  left  the  rest  to  his  mother 
and  Charlie.  He  deserves  a  blessing,  and 
it  won't  be  my  fault,  Fleurette,  if  Dela- 
mere  is  not  restored  to  him  through  his 
marriage  with  you.  You  may  count  on 
my  services." 

Fleurette  scarcely  heard  the  concluding 
words   of  Miss  Bouverie's   sentence.     A 
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strange  fluttering  had  come  over  her  ;  a 
happy  presentiment  filled  her  mind  that 
Raymond  was  approaching  her,  and, 
hastening  to  the  end  of  the  terrace,  she 
again  raised  her  opera-glass  and  looked 
down  the  road.  She  uttered  a  little  cry 
of  delight,  for  she  saw  him  coming  in  at 
the  entrance-gate  below.  She  saw  him 
for  one  moment,  and  the  next  he  was 
hidden  from  sight,  but  she  knew  that  he 
was  coming  towards  her  along  the  short, 
steep  path  cut  in  the  rocks,  and  con- 
cealed by  the  flowery  shrubs  that  clothed 
the  declivity.  She  laid  the  opera-glass 
upon  a  seat,  and  ran  down  the  zigzag 
path  to  meet  him,  while  her  cheeks  were 
the  same  colour  as  the  rose  which  she 
wore  in  her  waistband. 

They  met  with  outstretched  arms  and 
fond,  loving  eyes,  but  they  said  very 
little,  and  the  birds  in  the  myrtle  boughs 
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were  the  only  witnesses  of  their  long  and 
passionate  embrace.  Fleurette's  enthu- 
siasm had  taken  Raymond  of  his  guard, 
but  he  did  not  regret  it.  He  was  satisfied 
that  it  was  more  than  sisterly  love  which 
she  felt  for  him,  and  as  arm-in-arm  they 
climbed  the  pathway  to  the  terrace,  Fleu- 
rette  thought  that  it  would  not  be  very 
difficult  to  bring  about  the  accomphsh- 
ment  of  Evelyn's  wishes. 

i^  *  *  *  * 

It  is  a  bright  June  morning,  and  the 
pretty  town  of  Cannes  looks  unusually 
gay  and  lively.  The  whole  place  is  astir ; 
men  and  women,  English  and  foreigners, 
are  pouring  in  a  continuous  stream  from 
hotels  and  villas  to  the  episcopal  church, 
to  witness  the  fashionable  marriage  which 
has  been  the  topic  of  the  neighourhood 
for  the  last  month.  The  floral  decora- 
tions do  credit  to   Miss   Keats's  artistic 
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skill,  and  the  church  is  so  thronged  with 
spectators  that  the  guests  find  a  diffi- 
culty in  getting  accommodation.  Miss 
Bouverie  is  there  from  an  early  hour, 
looking  quite  youthful,  as  her  nephew 
tells  her,  in  her  pearl-coloured  brocade 
and  lace  bonnet.  The  Brandreths,  and 
other  English  friends  who  are  staying  at 
the  same  hotel  with  Evelyn,  have  taken 
up  their  position  near  the  communion- 
table. Teresa  is  there  also,  and  does  not 
feel  at  all  bashful  among  that  bevy  of 
rank  and  fashion.  She  looks  as  well  and 
as  handsome  as  any  of  them,  she  thinks ; 
and  her  dress,  which  has  been  a  subject 
of  consideration  for  many  weeks,  is  about 
the  most  successful  toilette  there.  She  has 
overcome  her  feelings  of  resentment  to 
Evelyn,  and  has  been  profuse  in  her  atten- 
tions to  her  since  her  arrival  in  Cannes. 
Many   eyes    are    fixed   upon    Mrs.    de 
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Euthvyn,  and  all  make  way  for  her  as  she 
walks  slowly  up  the  aisle,  leaning  upon 
Donald,  and  takes  a  seat  a  little  apart 
from  the  rest.  There  is  a  languid  air 
about  her  which  adds  to  the  dignity  and 
sweetness  of  her  appearance ;  but  there 
is  a  shade  more  fulness  in  her  cheeks, 
and  a  more  natural  hue  about  her  com- 
plexion than  when  Donald  joined  her  at 
Delamere  six  months  ago.  The  latter  is 
much  afraid  that  the  excitement  and 
fatigue  of  the  wedding  will  undo  all  the 
good  that  the  mild  chmate  and  complete 
rest  have  effected,  and  this  thought  so 
preoccupies  him  that  he  takes  little 
notice  of  the  brilliant  scene  before  him. 
He  hovers  about  Evelyn,  and  the  uneasi- 
ness which  he  suffers  on  her  account  has 
brought  back  the  old  look  of  trouble  to 
his  countenance. 

The    bridegroom,    pale    and    nervous- 
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looking,  casts  frequent  glances  towards 
the  door.  The  crucial  moment  is  ap- 
proaching. There  is  an  interval  of 
breathless  silence,  and  then  the  sonorous 
tones  of  the  organ  peal  forth,  and  the 
stately  bridal  procession  advances  up  the 
aisle.  Fleurette  looks  a  vision  of  loveli- 
ness in  her  white  satin  train  and  Brussels 
lace  veil.  She  is  leaning  on  Sir  Eobert 
EUmore,  and  is  followed  by  her  brides- 
maids. Evelyn  notes  the  radiant  look  of 
delight  upon  the  bride's  features,  and  the 
intense  though  graver  happiness  of  her  son, 
and  sheds  tears  of  joy  and  thankfulness. 

It  was  a  grand  and  imposing  spectacle, 
with  its  solemn  music,  costly  dresses,  and 
gleam  of  jewels  and  flowers,  and  Donald 
thought  on  more  than  one  occasion,  as  he 
glanced  uneasily  at  Evelyn,  that  she 
would  faint ;  but  no  such  contretemjjs 
occurred,    and  the   ceremony  proceeded 
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satisfactorily  to  a  close.  After  the 
dejeuner^  which  was  given  at  the  hotel, 
Eaymond  and  Flenrette  started  on  their 
travels.  It  was  their  intention  to  make 
a  tour  through  Switzerland  and  the 
north  of  Italy  before  returning  to  Terra- 
cina,  where  they  meant  to  take  up  their 
abode.  Eaymond  was  glad  that  Fleurette 
did  not  show  any  desire  to  return  to 
England.  Delamere,  the  scene  of  his 
father's  crime  and  of  his  mother's 
manifold  temptation,  was  full  of  bitter 
associations  for  him,  and  he  and  his  young 
wife  shunned  it  by  mutual  consent. 

The  proofs  of  Fleurette's  parentage, 
which  Evelyn  had  given  her,  had  fallen 
accidentally  into  Eaymond' s  hands  some 
months  before,  and  Philip's  letter  to  the 
old  general,  which  was  among  them,  had 
proved  to  him  conclusively  that  his  father 
had  been  guilty  of  a  fraud.     His  grief  at 
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the  terrible  fact  was  not  lessened  by  his 
mother's  bitter  self-accusations,  for  in  her 
efforts  to  screen  Kandolph,  she  made  her- 
self appear  equally  culpable  in  her  son's 
eyes.  The  Dufours  and  Mr.  Hilton, 
however,  are  as  anxious  to  hush  up  the 
affair  as  Raymond  is,  and  the  secret  does 
not  go  beyond  them,  his  wife,  and  his 
mother.  Society  believes  that  Randolph 
was  not  aware  that  Fleurette  was  the 
child  of  his  elder  brother  until  a  short 
time  before  his  death,  when  he  made  his 
second  will.  There  was  some  difficulty  in 
accounting  for  the  facts  having  been 
concealed  for  so  many  years  ;  but  Mr. 
Hilton's  testimony  on  the  subject  was 
satisfactory.  Before  leaving  Delamere 
for  the  south  of  France,  Evelyn  had  made 
him  inspect  the  drawer  where  the  docu- 
ments were  hidden  for  so  many  years,  and 
he  had  very  little  doubt  that  Randolph  was 
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under  the  delusion  when  placing  them 
there  that  she  was  as  well  acquainted 
with  the  secret  of  opening  it  as  he  was. 
Evelyn  had  found  other  papers  in  the 
mysterious  drawer  which  did  not  redound 
to  Eandolph's  credit,  either.  It  was  in- 
comprehensible  to  her  why  he  had  pre- 
served them,  as  they  were  of  no  use 
except  to  prove  that  he  and  Bernard  had 
conspired  together  many  years  ago,  to 
separate  her  from  Donald.  She  burnt 
every  vestige  of  them,  and  not  even  to 
Donald  did  she  mention  their  existence. 
She  forgave  Eandolph  fully  and  freely  ; 
his  faults  had  been  commited  for  her 
sake,  and  her  chief  care  was  to  screen  his 
memory  from  reproach.  So  he  hes  at  rest 
in  the  cemetery  at  Delamere.  No  word 
of  condemnation  is  uttered  respecting 
him  ;  but  the  castle,  with  its  noble  park, 
its    rich    mines,    its    prosperous    home- 
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steads,  its  woods,  and  its  streams,  must 
be  looked  after  by  agents  and  hirelings, 
for  it  is  not  probable  that  the  present 
owners  will  ever  pay  it  a  visit.  The 
young  couple,  however,  are  not  with- 
out occupation.  There  is  misery  to  be 
relieved  in  foreign  towns  as  well  as  at 
home,  and  Raymond  finds  a  field  for  his 
energies  in  Terracina  and  the  neighbour- 
ing villages.  They  travel  about  for  two  or 
three  months  in  the  year,  and  the  autumn 
after  their  marriage  they  were  surprised 
to  meet  Bernard  Waldstein  at  Monte 
Carlo.  He  introduced  them  to  a  flashily 
dressed  lady,  a  Eussian  countess,  who 
was  busy  raking  in  her  little  pile  at  the 
gambling-table,  and  while  she  was  en- 
grossed with  her  gains,  he  took  the 
opportunity  of  whispering  to  them  that 
she  had  plenty  of  money,  and  that  they 
were  to  be  married  in  a  few  weeks. 
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When  the  heat  of  summer  had  passed, 
and  the  lovely  Esterels  were  streaked  with 
the  mellow  tints  of  September,  there  was 
a  second  wedding  at  the  English  church ; 
but  there  were  no  floral  decorations,  no 
hymns  of  praise  from  the  organ,  and  very 
few  spectators.  The  physician  who  had 
attended  Evelyn  since  she  came  to  the 
south  of  France  had  given  her  the  com- 
forting assurance  that  she  was  likely  to 
live.  He  had  gone  even  further,  and  said 
that  if  she  wintered  abroad  for  the  next 
few  years,  the  delicacy  in  her  lungs  would 
probably  disappear  altogether ;  so  she 
and  Donald  take  their  places  at  the  altar, 
after  all  the  weary  years  of  waiting,  and 
though  the  flush  of  youth  is  over  for 
both  of  them,  and  they  have  entered  the 
meridian  of  life,  they  do  not  love  each 
other  the  less  devotedly. 

So  long  as  Evelyn  was  even  remotely 
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threatened  by  death,  she  was  firm  in  her 
refusal  to  marry  Donald.  It  was  pleasant 
to  be  tended  and  watched  by  him,  and 
no  one  could  be  more  patient  and 
solicitous  than  he  was  during  the  ten 
months  that  followed  her  departure  from 
England,  but  he  had  suffered  misery 
enough  akeady,  and  she  was  resolved  to 
save  him  from  the  doom  of  being  married 
to  a  dying  wife.  The  assurance  of  life, 
therefore,  which  the  doctor  gave  her  was 
doubly  sweety  for  it  was  not  only  a 
message  of  life,  but  of  love.  Life  will  be 
very  precious  to  her  since  its  joys  and 
sorrows  will  be  shared  by  Donald,  and 
she  tells  him  so  to  make  him  very  happy ; 
but  there  is  a  calm  upon  her  face  which 
speaks  of  a  content  that  has  surmounted 
sorrow,  of  a  purity  that  has  outlived 
passion.  She  has  gone  through  a  fearful 
ordeal,   which   has    so    spiritualized  her 
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affections  that  they  never  can  be  wholly 
centred  on  any  earthly  object  again.  But 
Donald  is  content ;  she  is  his  own,  and 
he  asks  for  nothing  more.  Thus,  loving 
and  beloved,  they  tread  life's  journey 
together,  living  for  higher  and  nobler 
aims  than  they  dreamed  of  in  their  im- 
petuous youth ;  and  in  the  calm  happi- 
ness of  their  re-union,  the  barriers  that 
divided  them  so  recently  are  forgotten — 
the  years  of  separation  fade  from  their 
thoughts  ;  and  it  is  so  very  long  since 
their  mutual  vows  were  first  exchanged, 
that  they  scarcely  realize  how  brief  is  the 
time  they  are  privileged  to  call  each  other 
by  the  sacred  names  of  husband  and  wife. 

THE  END. 
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Burnaby  (Mrs  P.)  High  Alps  in  Wint:r ;  or.  Mountaineer  in  o 

"^diir'^crfavtS  *"'" '-'-"y  y^-r.  "M,  by  an  Old 

^^'i  Cloud;  or,  the  Solitary  Sioux.     Imperial  i6mn 
numerous  illustrations,  gilt  edges,  5J-.  ■""pe™!   lomo, 

-Hie  Wild  North  Land;  the  Story  of  a  Winter  Tourney 

w,th  Dogs  across  Northern  North  America.Svo,  ,%s.  cXoTlj 

To'  -^f  ^-  '^-^  ^""''"S'  ^"Sl'sh  and  American.    Crown 


C^DOGAN   (^ajy  A.)     Illustrated   Games    of  Pafence 

Twenty.four  Dmgran.s  i„  Colours,  with  Text.     Fcap.  4I0,  .".Z 
California.     See  "  Nordlioff." 

CcmMdge  Staircase  (A).     By  the  Author  of  "A  Day  of  mv 
Life  at  Eton."    Small  crown  Svo,  cloth,  2x.  6^.  ^  ^^X  O' my 


Sampson  Lotu,  Marston^  &r*  Co.*s 


Cambridge  Trifles  ;  from  an  Undergraduate  Pen.  By  the  Author 
of  "A  Day  of  my  Life  at  Eton,"  &c.     i6mo,  cloth  extra,  2s.  6d. 

Carleton  ( Will)  Farm  Ballads^  Farm  Festivals^  and  Farm 
Legends,     i  vol. ,  small  post  8vo,  3^.  (>d. 

City  Ballads.     With  Illustrations.     1 2s.  6d, 

See  also  "  Rose  Library." 

Carnegie  {A.)  American  Foiu^-in-Hand  in  Britain.  Small 
4to,  Illustrated,  los.  6d,     Popular  Edition,  is. 

Round  the  World.     8vo,  105.  dd. 

Chairman's  Haiidhook  {The).  By  R.  F.  D.  Palgrave,  Clerk  of 
the  Table  of  the  House  of  Commons.     5th  Edition,  2s. 

Changed  Cross  {The),  and  other  Religious  Poems.   i6rao,  2s.  6d. 

Charities  of  Lo7idon.     See  Low's. 

Chattock  {R.  S.)  Practical  Notes  on  Etching.  Sec.  Ed.,  8vo,  7^-.  dd. 

Chess.     See  Bird  (H.  E.). 

Children'' s  Praises.  Hymns  for  Sunday-Schools  and  Services. 
Compiled  by  Louisa  H.  H.  Tristram.     4^. 

Choice  Editiofis  of  Choice  Books.  2s.  6d.  each.  Illustrated  by 
C.  W.  Cope,  R.A.,  T.  Creswick,  R.A.,  E.  Duncan,  Birket 
Foster,  J.  C.  Horsley,  A.R.A.,  G.  Hicks,  R.  Redgrave,  R.A., 
C.  Stonehouse,  F.  Tayler,  G.  Thomas,  H.  J.  Townshend, 
E.  H.  Wehnert,  Harrison  Weir,  &c. 


Bloomfield's  Farmer's  Boy. 
Campbell's  Pleasures  of  Hope. 
Coleridge's  Ancient  Mariner. 
Goldsmith's  Deserted  Village. 
Goldsmith's  Vicar  of  Wakefield. 
Gray's  Elegy  in  a  Churchyard. 
Keat's  Eve  of  St.  Agnes. 


Milton's  L' Allegro, 
Poetry  of  Nature.     Harrison  Weir. 
Rogers'  (Sam.)  Pleasures  of  Memory. 
Shakespeare's  Songs  and  Sonnets. 
Tennyson's  May  Queen. 
Elizabethan  Poets. 
Wordsworth's  Pastoral  Poems. 


"  Such  works  are  a  glorious  beatification  for  a  poet." — AthcncEum, 

Christ  ill  Song.     By  Philip  Schaff.     New  Ed.,  gilt  edges,  ds. 

ChromO'Lithography.     See  ''Audsley." 

Collingwood  {Harry)  Under  the  Meteor  Flag.     The  Log  of  a 
Midshipman.     Illustrated,  small  post  8vo,  gilt,  6s. ;  plainer,  5^, 

i^ The  Voyage  of  the  ^^  Attrora."     Illustrated,  small  post 

^    8vo,  gilt,  6x. ;  plainer,  ^s. 
Colvile  {H.  E.)  Accursed  Land :   Water  Way  of  Edom.  \os.  Gd. 
Composers.     See  "Great  Musicians." 
Confessions  of  a  Frivolous  Girl.    Cr.  8vo,  6s.    Paper  boards,  is. 


List  of  Publications. 


Cook  (Dutto7i)  Book  of  the  Flay,    New  Edition,    i  vol.,  3^".  6d. 

On  the  Stage:  Studies  of  Theatrical  History  and  the 

Actor's  Art.     2  vols.,  8vo,  cloth,  245-. 

Costume.     See  Smith  (J.  Moyr).  * 

Cowen  (Jos.f  M.F.)  Life  and  Speeches.      By  Major  Jones. 

8vo,  ii\s. 

Curtis  {C.  B.)    Velazquez  and  Murillo.     With  Etchings,  &c. 
Royal  8vo,  31^-.  6^/. ;  large  paper,  63J. 

Custer  (^E.  B^  Boots  and  Saddles.     Life  ijt  Dakota  with  Gefteral 
Custer.     Crown  8vo,  8j-.  6d. 

Cutcliffe  (Zr.  C. )  Trout  Fishing  in  Rapid  Streams.    Cr.  8  vo,  3i'.  6d. 


ryANVERS  {N.)  An  Elementary  Llistory  of  Art.     Crown 
•L^    8vo,  los.  6d. 

' Elementary  Llistory  of  Music.     Crown  8vo,  2s.  6d. 

LLa?idbooks   of  Ele?nentar;'   Art — Architecture ;   Sculp- 

ture ;  Old  Masters  ',  Modern  Painting.     Crown  8vo,  35-.  dd.  each. 

Davis  (C  T.)  Manufacture  of  Bricks^  Tiles ^  Terra- Cotta^  &'c. 
Illustrated.     8vo,  i^s. 

Manufacture  of  Leather.  With  many  Illustrations.  525'.  6^. 

Dawidoivsky  (F.)  Glue,  Gelatine,  Lsinglass,  Cements,  d^c.  Svo, 
1 2 J.  6d. 

Day  of  My  Life  (A)  ;  or,  Every-Day  Experiences  at  Eton. 
By  an  Eton  Boy.     i6mo,  cloth  extra,  2s.  6d. 

Dafs  Coll  aeon :  an  Encyclop(zdia  of  Frose  Quotations.  Im- 
perial 8vo,  cloth,  315-.  dd. 

Decoration.     Vols.  II.  to  IX.      New  Series,  folio,  7^".  6d.  each. 

Dogs  in  Disease  :  their  Management  and  Treatment.  By  AsH- 
MONT.     Crown  8vo,  *]$.  6d. 

Donnelly    (^Lgnatius)    Atlantis ;  or,   the  Antediluvian   World. 
■    7th  Edition,  crown  8vo,  \2s.  6d. 

Ragnarok:  The  Age  of  Fire  and  Gravel.     Illustrated, 

Crown  Svo,  \2s,  (id. 


8  Sampon  LoiHy  Marsion,  &>  Co*s 


Dove  {Gustave)  Life  and  Reminiscences.  By  Blanche  Roose- 
velt. With  numerous  Illustrations  from  the  Artist's  previously  un- 
published Drawings.     Medium  8vo,  24$'. 

Dougall  i^ James  DalzieT)  Shooting:  its  Appliances,  Practice, 
and  Purpose.    New  Edition,  revised  with  additions.   Crown  8vo,  'js.  dd. 

"The  book  is  admirable  in  every  way We  wish  it  every  success." — Globe. 

"A  very  complete  treatise Likely  to  take  high  rank  as  an  authority  on 

shooting." — Daily  News, 

Drama.    See  Cook  (Button). 
Dyeing.     See  Bird  (F.  J.). 


'PDUCATIONAL   Works  published  in  Great  Britain.     A 
■^--'     Classified  Catalogue.     Second  Edition,  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ^s. 

Egypt.     See  ''De  Leon,"  "Foreign  Countries." 

Eight  Months  on  the  Gran  Ciacco  of  the  Argentine  Repuhlic. 

8vo,  I2J.  dd. 

Electricity.     See  Gordon. 

Elliot  [A dm.   Sir  G.)  Future  Naval  Battles,  and  how  to  Fight 
them.     Numerous  Illustrations.     Royal  8vo,  14J. 

Emerson  {R.  JV.)  Life.    By  G.  W.  Cooke.    Crown  8vo,  %s.  6d. 

English   Catalogue  of  Books.     Vol.  III.,  1872 — 1880.     Royal 
8vo,  half-morocco,  /\2s.     See  also  "  Index." 

English  Etchings.     A  Periodical  published  Monthly. 

English  Philosophers.     Edited  by  E.  B.  Ivan  Muller,  M.A. 

A  series  intended  to  give  a  concise  view  of  the  works  and  lives  of  English 
thinkers.     Crown  8vo  volumes  of  180  or  200  pp.,  price  3j.  dd.  each. 


Francis  Bacon,  by  Thomas  Fowler. 
Hamilton,  by  W.  H.  S.  Monck. 
Hartley  and  James  Mill,  by  G.  S. 
Bower. 


*John   Stuart   Mill,  by  Miss  Helen 
Taylor. 
Shaftesbury    and     Hutcheson,    by 

Professor  Fowler. 
Adam  Smith,  by  J.  A.  Farrer. 
*  Not  yet  j>tiblished. 

Esmarch  {Dr.  Friedricli)  Treatment  of  the  Wounded  in  War, 
Numerous  Coloured  Plates  and  Illust.,  8vo,  strongly  bound,  \l.  Sj. 

Etching.     See  Chattock,  and  Engllsh  Etchings. 
Etchings  {Mode?'n)  of  Celebrated  Paintings.     4to,  315'.  6d. 


List  of  Publications, 


'pARM Ballads^  Festivals^  and  Legends.    See  "  Rose  Library." 

Fauriel  {^Claude)  Last  Days  of  the  Consulate.    Cr.  8vo,  \os.  dd. 

Fawcett  {Edgar)  A  Ge?itle??ta?t  of  Leisure,      is. 

Feilde?!   {If.   St,    C.)   Some    Public    Schools^   their   Cost   and 
Scholarships.     Crown  8vo,  2x.  6d. 

Fenn   ( G.   Mafiville)   Off  to   the   Wilds :   A  Story  for  Boys, 
Profusely  Illustrated.     Crown  Svo,  *]s.  6d.  ;  also  ^s. 

The   Silver  Canon  :    a   Tale  of  the    Western  Plains. 

Illustrated,  small  post  Svo,  gilt,  6j.  ;  plainer,  ^s. 

Fcnnell  {Greville)  Book  of  the  Roach.     New  Edition,  12 mo,  2s, 

Ferns.     See  Heath. 

Fields  {/.  T.)  Yesterdays  with  Authors.    New  Ed.,  Svo,  los.  6d 

Fleming  (Sandford)  England  and  Canada  :  a  Summer  Tour, 
Crown  Svo,  6j. 

Florence.    See  "Yriarte." 

Folkard  (R.,  ftm.)  Plant  Lore^  Legends^  a?id  Lyrics.     IHus- 
trated,  Svo,  i6s. 

Forbes  {II.  O.)  Natural  is  t^s  Wanderings  in  the  Eastern  Archi' 
pelago.     Illustrated,  Svo,  lis. 

Foreign  Countries  and  British  Colonies.    A  series  of  Descriptive 
Handbooks.     Crown  Svo,  3j".  (>d.  each. 


Australia,  by  J.  F.  Vesey  Fitzgerald. 

Austria,  by  D.  Kay,  F.R.G.S. 
•Canada,  by  W.  Fraser  Rae. 

Denmark  and  Iceland,  by  E.  C.Otte. 

Egypt,  by  S.  Lane  Poole,  B.A. 

France,  by  Miss  M.  Roberts. 

Germany,  by  S.  Baring-Gould. 

Greece,  by  L.  Sergeant,  B.A. 
•Holland,  by  R.  L.  Poole. 

Japan,  by  S.  Mossman. 
*New  Zealand. 

♦Persia,  by  Major-Gen.  Sir  F.  Gold- 
smid. 

*  Not  ready  yet. 

Frampton   {Mary)  Journal^    Letters^  and  Anecdotes ,   i799~- 
1S46.    Svo,  \\s. 


Peru,  by  Clements  R.   Markham, 

C.B. 
Russia,  by  W.  R.  Morfill,  M.A. 
Spain,  by  Rev.  Wentworth  Webster. 
Sweden   and   Norway,   by   F.    H. 

"Woods. 
•Switzerland,  by  W.  A.  P.  Coolidge, 

M.A. 
*Turkey-in-Asia,  by  J.  C.  McCoan, 

M.P. 
West    Indies,    by    C.     II.    Eden, 

r.R.G.S. 
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Franc  {Maud  Jeamie).     The  following  form  one  Series,  small 

post  8vo,  in  uniform  cloth  bindings,  with  gilt  edges  : — 


Emily's  Choice.     5^. 

Hall's  Vineyard.     4J. 

John's  Wife :   A  Story  of  Life  in 

South  Australia.     4^. 
Marian ;    or,    The  Light  of  Some 

One's  Home.     5^. 
Silken  Cords  and  Iron  Fetters.    4^. 
Into  the  Light.     4^. 


Vermont  Vale.     5^. 

Minnie's  Mission.     4J. 

Little  Mercy.    4^. 

Beatrice  Melton's  Discipline.     4.?. 

No  Longer  a  Child.    4^. 

Golden  Gifts.     4J. 

Two  Sides  to  Every  Question.     4^. 

Master  of  Ralston,  4J. 


Francis  {Frances^  Elric  and  Ethel :  a  Fairy  Tale.    Illustrated. 
Crown  8vo,  3^.  dd, 

French.     See  "  Julien." 
Froissart     See  "  Laniei 


r^ALE  {F. ;  the  Old  Buffer)  Modern  English  Sports :  their 
^^     Use  and  Abuse.    Crown  8vo,  6s. ;  a  few  large  paper  copies,  los.  6d. 
Garth  {Philip)  Ballads  and  Poems  from  the  Pacific.    Small  post 
Svo,  6^. 

Gentle  Life  (Queen  Edition).     2  vols,  in  i,  small  4to,  6j. 
THE     GENTLE     LIFE    SERIES. 

Price  6j.  each  ;  or  in  calf  extra,  price  loj.  dd. ;  Smaller  Edition,  cloth 
extra,  2s.  6d.,  except  where  price  is  named. 

The  Gentle  Life.     Essays  in  aid  of  the  Formation  of  Character 
of  Gentlemen  and  Gentlewomen. 

About  in  the  World.     Essays  by  Author  of  "  The  Gentle  Life." 

Like  unto  Christ.     A  New  Translation  of  Thomas  a  Kempis* 
*'  De  Imitatione  Christi." 

Familiar  Words.     An  Index  Verborum,  or  Quotation  Hand- 
book.   6s. 

Essays  by  Montaigne.     Edited  and  Annotated  by  the  Author 
of  *'The  Gentle  Life." 

The  Gentle  Life.     2nd  Series. 

The  Silent  Hour:    Essays,    Original  and  Selected.     By  the 
Author  of  ** The  Gentle  Life." 

Half-Length  Portraits.      Short  Studies   of  Notable  Persons. 
,,    By  J.  Hain  Friswell. 


List  of  Publications,  \  i 


Essays    on  English     Writers,    for    the    Self-improvement    of 

Students  in  English  Literature. 

Other  People's  Windows.     By  J.  Hain  Friswell.     ds, 

A  Man^s  Tlwughts.     By  J.  Hain  Friswell. 

The  Countess  of  Pembroke's  Arcadia.     By  Sir  Philip  Sidney. 
New  Edition,  ds. 


George  Eliot:  a  Critical  Study  of  her  Life.     By  G.  VV.  Cooke. 
Crown  8vo,  \os.  6d. 

Germany.     By  S.  Baring-Gould.     Crown  8vo,  z^.  6d. 

Gilder  (W.  H.)  Lce-Pack  and  Tundra.     An  Account  of  the 
Search  for  the  **  Jeannette."     8vo,  iSj. 

Schivatka's  Search.     Sledging  in  quest  of  the  Franklin 


Records.     Illustrated,  8vo,  \2s.  6d. 

Gilpin's  Forest  Scenery.     Edited  by  F.  G.  Heath.     Post  8vo, 
7x.  6d. 

Gisborne  (W.)  Neiv  Zealand  Pulers   and  Statesmen.     With 
Portraits.     Crown  Svo, 

Gordo7i  {(General)  I^rivate  Diary   in    China.     Edited   by    S. 
MossMAN.     Crown  Svo,  7^.  dd, 

Gordon  (/.  E.  H.,  B.A.  Cantab. )  Four  Lectures  on  Electric 
Induction  at  the  Royal  Institution,  1878-9.     Illust.,  square  l6mo,  3J. 

Electric  Lighting.     Illustrated,  Svo,  i2)S. 

'         —  Physical  Treatise  on  Electricity  and  Alagnetisni.     2nd 
Edition,  enlarged,  with  coloured,  full-page,  &c.,  Illust.  2  vols.,  Svo,  423-. 

— —  Electricity  for  Schools.     Illustrated.     Crown  Svo,  5^. 


Gouffe  (^fules)  Royal  Cookery  Book.  Translated  and  adapted 
for  English  use  by  Alphonse  Gouff^,  Head  Pastrycook  to  the 
Queen.  New  Edition,  with  plates  in  colours,  Woodcuts,  &c.,  Svo, 
gilt  edges,  42>r, 

Domestic  Edition,  half-bound,  loj-.  dd. 


Grant  {General,   U.Si)  Personal  Memoirs,     With  numerous 
Illustrations,  Maps,  &c.     2  vols.,  Svo,  28j. 

Great  Artists,     See  **  Biographies." 
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Great  Mitsicians.      Edited   by   F.    Hueffer.      A  Series   of 
Biographies,  crown  8vo,  3x.  each  : — 


Bach. 
*Peethoven. 
*lierlioz. 

English  Churcn  Com- 
posers.   ByBARETT. 
*Glilck. 


Handel. 

Haydn. 
*Marcello. 

Mendelssohn. 

Mozart. 
*PaIestrina. 

*  I n  preparation. 


Purcell. 

Rossini. 

Schubert. 

Schumann. 

Richard  Wagner. 

Weber. 


Groves  {J,  Percy)  Char  mouth  Grange  :  a  Tale  of  the  Seven - 
teenth  Century.     Illustrated,  small  post  8vo,  gilt,  6^. ;  plainer^  5j. 

Guizofs  History  of  France.  Translated  by  Robert  Black. 
Super-royal  8vo,  very  numerous  Full-page  and  other  Illustrations.  In 
8  vols. ,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  each  24^".  This  work  is  re-issued  in  cheaper 
binding,  8  vols.,  at  ioj-.  6^/.  each. 

"  It  supplies  a  want  which  has  long  been  felt,  and  ought  to  be  in  the  hands  of  all 
students  of  history." —  Times. 

• Masson^s  School  Edition.      Abridged 

from  the  Translation  by  Robert  Black,  with  Chronological  Index,  His- 
torical and  Genealogical  Tables,  &c.  By  Professor  Gustave  Masson, 
B.A.  With  24  full-page  Portraits,  and  other  Illustrations,  i  vol., 
8vo,  600  pp.,  \os.  6d. 

Guizofs  History  of  England.  In  3  vols,  of  about  500  pp.  each, 
containing  60  to  70  full-page  and  other  Illustrations,  cloth  extra,  gilt, 
24^-  each  ;  re-issue  in  cheaper  binding,  loj.  6d.  each. 

"  For  luxury  of  typography,  plainness  of  print,  and  beauty  of  illustration,  these 
volumes,  of  which  but  one  has  as  yet  appeared  in  English,  will  hold  their  own 
against  any  production  of  an  age  so  luxurious  as  our  own  in  everything,  typography 
not  excepted." — Times. 

Guy  on  (Aide.)  Life.     By  Upham.     6th  Edition,  crown  8vo,  ds. 


TTALFORD  (F.  M.)  Floating  Flies,  and  hoiv  to  Dress  them. 
•^  -^      Coloured  plates.    8vo,  15^-;  large  paper,  30^. 

Hall  {W.  W.)  How  to  Live  Long;  or,  1408  Heaiih  Maxims, 
Physical,  Mental,  and  Moral.     2nd  Edition,  small  post  8vo,  2.s. 

Hamilton  {E.)  Recollections  of  Fly-fishing  for  Salmon,  Trout, 
and  Grayling.  With  their  Habits,  Haunts,  and  History.  Illustrated, 
small  post  8vo,  6s.',  large  paper  (100  numbered  copies),  loj.  6J. 

Hands  (T.)  Numerical  Exercises  in  Chemistry.     Cr.  8vo,  2s,  6d, 

and  2s. ;  Answers  separately,  (>d. 

Hardy  {Thot?ias),    See  Low's  Standard  Novels. 
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JIargreaves  {Capt.)  Voyage  round  Great  Britain.  Illustrated. 
Crown  8vo,  5^-. 

Harland  {Marian)  Home  Kitchen :  a  Collection  of  Practical 
and  Inexpensive  Receipts.     Crown  8vo,  5^. 

Harper's  Monthly  Magazine.  Published  Monthly.  1 60  pages, 
fully  Illustrated.     \s. 

Vol.  I.  December,  1880,  to  May,  1881. 
,,    II.  June  to  November,  188 f. 
,,    III.   December,  1 88 1,  to  May,  1882. 
,,    IV.  June  to  November,  1882. 
„    V.  December,  1882,  to  May,  1883. 
,,    VI.  June  to  November,  1883. 
„    VI  [.  December,  1883,  to  May,  1884. 
,,    VIII.  June  to  November,  1884. 
,,    IX.    December,  1884,  to  May,  1885. 
,,      X.    June  to  November,  1885. 
Super-royal  8vo,  %s.  6d.  each. 

"  '  Harper's  Magazine  '  is  so  thickly  sown  with  excellent  illustrations  that  to  count 
them  would  be  a  work  of  time  ;  not  that  it  is  a  picture  magazine,  for  the  engravings 
illustrate  the  text  after  the  manner  seen  in  some  of  our  choicest  Editions  deluxe." — 
Si.  James's  Gazette. 

"  It  is  so  pretty,  so  big,  and  so  cheap.  .  .  .  An  extraordinary  shillingsworth— 
160  large  octavo  pages,  with  over  a  score  of  articles,  and  more  than  three  times  as 
many  illustrations." — Edinburgh  Daily  Review. 

'*  An  amazing  shillinpsworth  .  .  .  combining  choice  literature  of  both  nations." — 
Nonconformist. 

Harper's  Young  People.  Vol.  I.,  profusely  Illustrated  with 
woodcuts  and  12  coloured  plates.  Royal  4to,  extra  binding,  *]$.  dd. ; 
gilt  edges,  8y.  Published  Weekly,  in  wrapper,  \d.  i2mo.  Annual 
Subscription,  post  free,  ds.  6d. ;  Monthly,  in  wrapper,  with  coloured 
plate,  6d.  ;  Annual  Subscription,  post  free,  ^s.  6d. 

Harrison  (Mary)  Skilful  Cook:  a  Practical  Manual  of  Modern 
Experience.     Crown  8vo,  5^. 

Hatton  (P.)  North  Borneo.  With  Biographical  Sketch  by 
Jos.  Hatton.     Illustrated  from  Original  Drawings,  Map,  &c.     8vo, 

Hatton  {Joseph)  Journalistic  London :  with  Engravings  and 
Portraits  of  Distinguished  Writers  of  the  Day.     Fcap.  4to,  I2J.  6^. 

Three  Recruits,  and  the  Girls   they  left  hehmd  them. 

Small  post  8vo,  6^. 

"It  hurries  as  along  in  unflagging  excitement." — Times. 

Heath  {F?'ancls  George)  Aututnnal  Leaves.  New  Edition, 
with  Coloured  Plates  in  Facsimile  from  Nature.     Crown  8vo,  14J. 

Ferft  Paradise.     New  Edition,  with  Plates  and  Photos., 


crown  8vo,  \2s  6d. 
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Heath  {Francis   George)  Fern   World.     With  Nature-printed 
.  Coloured  Plates.    Crown  8vo,  gilt  edges,  I2s.  6d.  Cheap  Edition,  6s. 

Gilpin's  Forest  Scenery.      Illustrated,  8vo,    12s.   6d.x 

New  Edition,  7^-.  6d. 

Our   Woodland  Trees.      With   Coloured   Plates   and 


Engravings.     Small  8vo,  12^.  6d. 


Peasant  Life  in  the  West  of  England.     New  Edition, 

crown  8vo,  10s.  6d. 

Sylvan  Spritig,     With   Coloured,   &c.,    Illustrations. 

lis.  6d. 

"  T^^^s  (ind  Ferns.     Illustrated,  crown  Svo,  ^s.  6d. 

Heldmann  {Bernard)  Mutiny  on  Board  the  Ship  '' Leajider.'' 
Small  post  Svo,  gilt  edges,  numerous  Illustrations,  5^-. 

ffenty  {G.  A.)  Wi?z?ting  his  Spurs.     Illustrations.     Cr.  Svo,  5^-. 

Cornet  of  Horse :  A  Story  for  Boys.     Illust.,  cr.  Svo,  5^. 

Jack  Archer:  Tale  of  the  Crimea.  Illust.,  crown  Svo,  5^. 

Herrick  {Robert)  Poetry.  Preface  by  Austin  Doeson.  With 
numerous  Illustrations  by  E.  A.  Abbey.     4to,  gilt  edges,  42J-. 

Hill {Staveley,  Q.C.,  M.P.)  From  Home  to  Home:  Two  Lon^ 
Vacations  at  the  Foot  of  the  Rocky  Mountains.  With  Wood 
±.ngravmgs  and  Photogravures.     Svo,  2ij-. 

Hitchman,  Public  Life  of  the  Fight  Hon.  Be?ijamin  Disraeli, 
Earl  of  Beaconsfield.     3rd  Edition,  with  Portrait.     Crown  Svo,  3X.  dd. 

Holmes  {O.  Wendell)  Poetical  Works.  2  vols.,  iSmo,  ex- 
quisitely printed,  and  chastely  bound  in  limp  cloth,  gilt  tops,  \os.  6d. 

Homer.     Lliad,  done  into  English   Verse.     By  A.  S.  Way.     5j". 

Hudson  {W.  H)  The  Purple  Land  that  England  Lost. 
Travels  and  Adventures  in  the  Banda- Oriental,  South  America.  2 
vols,  crown  Svo,  2\s. 

Hundred  Greatest  Men  {The).  8  portfolios,  21s.  each,  or  4  vols., 
half.morocco,  gilt  edges,  10  guineas.    New  Ed.,  i  vol.,  royal  Svo,  21J. 

Hygiene  and  Public  Health.  Edited  by  A.  H.  Buck,  M.D. 
Illustrated.     2  vols.,  royal  Svo,  42^. 

Hymnal  Companion  of  Common  Prayer,     See  Bickersteth. 
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TLLUSTRATED  Text-Books  of  Art-Education.     Edited  by 
•*      EdwardJ.  PoYNTER,  R.A.     Eacli  Volume  contains  numerous  Illus- 
trations, and  is  strongly  bound  for  Students,  price  5^.     Now  ready  : — ■ 

PAINTING. 


French  and  Spanish. 
English  and  American. 


Classic  and  Italian.     By  Percy 

R.  Head. 
German,  Plemish,  and  Dutch. 

ARCHITECTURE. 
Classic  and  Early  Christian. 
Gothic  and  Renaissance.    By  T.  Roger  Smith. 

SCULPTURE. 

Antique  :  Egryptian  and  Greek. 

Index  to  the  English   Catalogue,  J^^'i--,   1874,  to  Dec.y    i88o» 

Royal  8vo,  half-morocco,  i8j. 
Indian  Garden  Series.     See  Robinson  (Phil.). 

Irving  {Henry)  Impressions  of  America.  By  J.  Hatton.  2 
vols.,  2IJ.;  New  Edition,  i  vol.,  ds. 

Irving  ( Washingtofi),  Complete  Library  Edition  of  his  Works 
in  27  Vols.,  Copyright,  Unabridged,  and  with  the  Author's  Latest 
Revisions,  called  the  "  Geoffrey  Crayon"  Edition,  handsomely  printed 
in  large  square  8vo,  on  superfine  laid  paper.  Each  volume,  of  about 
500  pages,  fully  Illustrated .    1 2s.  6d.  per  vol.    See  also  *  *  Little  Britain.'* 

: ("  American  Men  of  Letters.")     2s.  6d, 


^AMES  (C.)  Curiosities  of  Latv  and  Lawyers.     8vo,  7^.  6d, 

Japan,     See  Audsley. 

Jerdon  (^Gertrude)  Key-hole  Country*    Illustrated.    Crown  8vo, 

cloth,  5j. 

Johnston   {II.  H.)  River  Congo,  from  its  Mouth  to  Bolobo, 
New  Edition,  Svo,  2ls. 

Jones  {Major)  The  Emigrants^  Friend.     A  Complete  Guide  to 

the  United  States.     New  Edition.     2.s.  6d. 
Joyful  Lays,     Sunday  School  Song  Book.     By   Lowry   and 

DOANE.     Boards,  is. 

Julien  {F.)  English  Sttidefifs  French  Exami?ier.     i6mo,  2s. 

First  Lessons    in    Conversational  French    Grammar. 

Crown  Svo,  is. 
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Julien  {F.)  French  at  Home  and  at  School.      Book  I.,  Acci- 
dence, &c.     Square  crown  8vo,  2s. 

Conversational  Frefich  Reader.     i6mo,  cloth,  2S.  6d. 


Petites  Legons  de  Conversation  et  de  Grammaire.     New 

Edition,  t^s. 

Phrases  of  Daily  Use.     Limp  cloth,  dd. 


jy'ELSFY  (C.    B.)  Diseases  of  the    Rectum    and   Anus. 

•^  *■      Illustrated.     8vo,  \Zs. 

Kempis  {Thomas  a)  Daily   Text-Book.     Square  i6mo,  2j.  (yd.  : 
interleaved  as  a  Birthday  Book,  3^-.  ()d. 

Kersha^v  {S.  W.)  Protestants  from   France  in  their  English 
Home.     Crown  8vo,  6s.  '" 

Rielland  Skipper  Worse.  By  the  Earlof  Ducie.  Cr.  8vo,  iox.6^. 

Kingston  (IV.  If.   G.)  Dick  Cheveley.     Illustrated,  i6mo,  gilt 
edges,  *]s.  6d.  j  planier  binding,  plain  edges,  5^-. 

Heir  of  Kilfinna7t.     Uniform,  7^.  dd. ;  also  5^. 

Snow-Shoes  and  Ca7ioes.     Uniform,  yj.  dd. ;  also  51. 

Two  Supercargoes.     Uniform,  7^.  6^.  ;  also  5^. 


• With  Axe  and  Rifle.     Uniform,  7^-.  6^. ;  also  5  j. 

Knight  {E.  F.)  Albania  and  Montenegro.    Illust.    8vo,  12s.  6d. 

Knight  (E  J.)  Cruise  of  the  ''Falcon:'     A  Voyage  round  the 

World  in  a  30-Ton  Yacht.    Illust.    New  Ed.    2  vols.,  crown  Svo,  24^. 


TANIER  {Sidney)  Boy's  Froissart.     Illustrated,  crown  8vo. 
•*-'     gilt  edges,  'js.  6d.  * 


Boy's  Kiftg  Arthur.     Uniform,  7 j.  dd. 

Bofs  Mabinogion;  Origijial  Welsh  Legends  of  Kin<r 


Arthur.     Uniform,  'js.  6d. 


Boy's  Percy :  Ballads  of  Love  and  Adventure,  selected 


from  the  ♦*  Reliques."     Uniform,  7^.  6d. 
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Lansdell{H.)  Through  Siberia.    2  vols.,  8vo,  30^.;  i  vol.,  10s.  6cL 
Russia  in  Central  Asia.     Illustrated.     2  vols,  425. 

Larden  (JV.)  School  Course  on  Heat,     Second  Edition,   Illus 
trated,  crown  8vo,  5^. 

Lenormant  (jF.)  Beginnings  0/ History.     Crown  8vo,  12s.  6(1, 

Leonardo  da  Vinci^s  Literacy  Works.  Edited  by  Dr.  J  fan 
Paul  Richter.  Containing  his  Writings  on  Painting,  Sculpture, 
and  Architecture,  his  Philosophical  Maxims,  Humorous  Writings,  and 
Miscellaneous  Notes  on  Personal  Events,  on  his  Contemporaries,  o\\ 
Literature,  &c.  ;  published  from  Manuscripts.  2  vols.,  imperial  8vo, 
containing  about  200  Drawings  in  Autotype  Reproductions,  and  nu- 
merous other  Illustrations.     Twelve  Guineas. 

Library  of  Religious  Foetjy.  Best  Poems  of  all  Ages.  Edited 
by  ScHAFF  and  GiLMAN.  Royal  8vo,  21s. ;  re-issue  in  cheaper  bind. 
ing,  los,  6d. 

Lindsay  (JV.  S.)  History  of  Merchant  Shipping.  Over  150 
Illustrations,  Maps,  and  Charts.  In  4  vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra. 
Vols.  I  and  2,  \\s.  each;  vols.  3  and  4,  14,9.  each.     4  vols.,  50^-. 

IJttJe  Britain,  The  Spectre  Bridegroom,  and  Legend  of  Slecepy 
Hollow.  By  Washington  Irving.  An  entirely  New  Edition  de 
luxe.  Illustrated  by  120  very  fin-*  Engravings  on  Wood,  uy  Mr. 
J.  D.  Cooper.  Designed  by  Mr.  Charles  O.  Murray.  Re-issue, 
square  crown  8vo,  cloth,  6j. 

L.ong  (Mrs.)  Peace  and  War  in  the  Transvaal.     12 mo,  31.  dd, 

Loivell  {/.  R.)  Life  of  Nathaniel  Hawthorn. 

Low  {Sampson,  Jun.)  Sanitary  Suggestions.  Illustrated,  crown 
8vo,  2 J.  td. 

Lota's  Stajidard  LJbrary  of  Travel  and  Adventure.  Crown  Svo, 
uniform  in  cloth  extra,  7^.  6d.,  except  where  price  is  given. 

1.  The  Great  Lone  Land.     By  Major  W.  F.  Butler,  C.B. 

2.  Tlie  Wild  North  Land.     By  Major  W.  F.  Butler,  C.B. 

3.  How  I  found  Livingrstono.    By  H.  M.  Stanley. 

4.  Througrh  the  Dark  Continent.     By  II.  M.  Stanley.      12s.  dd. 

5.  The  Threshold  of  the  Unknown  Resg-icn.     By  C.  R.  Mark- 

HAM.     (4th  Edition,  with  Additional  Chapters,  lOj.  dd.) 

6.  Cruise  of  the  Challengrer.     By  W.  J.  J.  Spry,  R.N. 

7.  Burnatoy's  On  Horseback  through  Asia  Minor,      los.  6d. 

8.  Sch-weinfurth's  Heart  of  Africa.     2  vols.,  1 5 J. 

9.  Marshall's  Throug-h  America. 

10.  Lansdell's    Througrh     Siberia.      Illustrated   and  unabridged 
IOJ-.  6d, 
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Lo7i/s  Standard  Novels.    Small  post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each, 
unless  otherwise  stated. 
A  Daug-hter  of  Heth.     By  W.  Black. 
In  Silk  Attire.     By  W.  Black. 
Kilmeny.     A  Novel.     By  W.  Black. 
Lady  Silverdale's  Sweetheart.     By  W.  Black. 
Sunrise.     By  W.  Black. 
Three  Feathers.     By  William  Black. 
Alice  Lorraine.     By  R.  D.  Blackmore. 
Christowell,  a  Dartmoor  Tale.     By  R.  D.  Blackmore. 
Clara  Vaugrhan.    By  R.  D.  Blackmore. 
Cradock  Nowell.     By  R.  D.  Blackmore. 
Cripps  the  Carrier.     By  R.  D.  Blackmore. 
Erema ;  or,  My  Father's  Sin.     By  R.  D.  Blackmore. 
liorna  Doone.     By  R.  D.  Blackmore. 
Mary  Anerley.     By  R.  D.  Blackmore. 
Tommy  Upmore.     By  R.  D.  Blackmore. 
An  English  Squire.     By  Miss  Coleridge. 
A  Story  of  the  Drag-onnades ;  or,  Asylum  Christi.    By  the  Rev. 

E.  GiLLIAT,  M.A. 
A  Laodicean.     By  Thomas  Hardy. 
Far  from  the  Madding-  Crowd.     By  Thomas  Hardy. 
Pair  of  Blue  Eyes.    By  Thomas  Hardy. 
Return  of  the  Native.    By  Thomas  Hardy. 
The  Hand  of  EthelTberta.     By  Thomas  Hardy. 
The  Trumpet  Major.     By  Thomas  Hardy. 
Two  on  a  Tower.    By  Thomas  Hardy. 
Three  Recruits.     By  Joseph  Hatton. 

A  Golden  Sorrow.     By  Mrs.  Cashel  Hoey.     New  Edition. 
Out  of  Court.    By  Mrs.  Cashel  Hoey. 
Adela  Cathcart.     By  George  Mac  Donald. 
Guild  Court.    By  George  Mac  Donald. 
Mary  Marston.    By  George  Mac  Donald. 

Stephen  Archer.   New  Ed.  of  "Gifts."   By  George  Mac  Donald. 
The  Vicar's  Daug-hter.     By  George  Mac  Donald. 
"Weighed  and  "Wanting-.     By  George  Mac  Donald. 
Diane.     By  Mrs.  Macquoid. 
Elinor  Dryden.     By  Mrs.  Macquoid. 
My  Lady  Greensleeves.     By  Helen  Mathers. 
Alaric  Spenceley.     By  Mrs.  J.  H.  Riddell. 
Daisies  and  Buttercups.    By  Mrs.  J.  H.  Riddell. 
The  Senior  Partner."^   By  Mrs.  J.  H.  Riddell. 
A  Strug-g-le  for  Fame.     By  Mrs.  J.  H.  Riddell. 
Jack's  Courtship.    By  W.  Clark  Russell. 
,     John  Holdsworth.     By  W.  Clark  Russell. 
A  Sailor's  Sweetheart.     By  W.  Clark  Russell. 
Sea  Queen.    By  W.  Clark  Russell.  -     . 

"Watch  Below.     By  W.  Clark  Russell. 
"Wreck  of  the  Grosvenor.    By  W.  Clark  Russell. 
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Low's  Siandafd  Novels — conti?iued. 

The  Lady  Maud.    By  W.  Clark  Russell. 

liittle  Loo.     By  W.  Clark  Russell. 

My  Wife  and  I.     By  Mrs.  Beecher  Stowe. 

Poganuc  People,  their  Loves  and  Lives.     By  Mrs.  B.  Stowe. 

Een  Hur :  a  Tale  of  the  Christ.     By  Lew.  Wallace. 

Anne.    By  Constance  Fenimore  Woolson. 

Por  the  Major.    By  Constance  Fenimore  Woolson.    $s. 

French  Heiress  in  her  own  Chateau. 

Low's  Handbook  to  the  Charities  of  London.  Edited  and  revised 
to  date  by  C.  Mackeson,  F.S.S.,  Editor  of  "A  Guide  to  the 
Churches  of  London  and  its  Subuibs,"  &c.    Yearly,  is.6d.;  Paper,  is. 

Lyne  {Charles)  Nezv  Guinea.  Illustrated,  crown  8vo,  10^.  dd. 
An  Account  of  the  Establishment  of  the  Britiaii  Protectorate  over  the 
Southern  Shores  of  New  Guinea. 


n/TCCORIflCK  (i?.).    Voyages  of  Discovery  in  the  Arctic  and 
■'•^■^      Antarctic   Seas  in  the   "Erebus"  and  "Terror,"    in    Search   of 
Sir  John  Franklin,  &c.,  with  Autobiographical  Notice  by  the  Author, 
who  was  Medical  Officer  to  each  Expedition.     With  Maps  and  Litho- 
graphic, &c.,  Illustrations.     2  vols.,  royal  8vo,  ^2s.  6d. 

MacDonald  (G.)  Orts.     Small  post  8vo,  (iS. 

See  also  **  Low's  Standard  Novels." 

Macgregor  {John)   ^^ Rob  Roy^^   on   the  Baltic.     3rd   Edition, 
small  post  Svo,  is.  6d. ;  cloth,  gilt  edges,  3J-.  6d. 

• A   Thousand  Miles   in  the  ^^ Rob  Roy"    Canoe,     nth 

^     Edition,  small  post  Svo,  2s.  6J.  -,  cloth,  gilt  edges,  3^.  CJ. 

Voyage  Alone  in  the  Yawl  "  Rob  Roy.'^     New  Edition, 


with  additions,  small  post  Svo,  ^s. ;  3^.  dd.  and  2.s.  6d, 

Macqiwid{Mrs,).     See  Low's  Standard  Novels. 

Magazine.     See  Decoration,  English  Etchings,  Harper. 

Maginn  {W.)  Miscellanies.     Frose  and  Verse,     With  Memoir, 
2  vols.,  crown  Svo,  24^. 

Manitoba.     See  Bryce. 
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Md7iiung  (E,  F.)  Delightful  lliaines.     Illustrated.     4to,  fancy 
boards,  5j. 

MarkJia7n   [C.   jR.)    The  TJireshold  of  the   Unknoivn   Region. 
Crown  Svo,  with  Four  Maps.     4th  Edition.     Cloth  extra,  ioj-.  dd. 

War  beliveen  Peru  and  C/iili,  1 879-1 881.     Third  Ed. 

Crown  Svo,  with  Maps,  los.  dd. 

See  also  "  Foreign  Countries." 


Marshall  (  W.  G.)  Through  America.     New  Ed.,  cr.  Svo,  75.  dd. 

Alarlin  (^J .  W.)  Float  Tishing  and  Spinning  in  the  Nottingliam 

Style.     New  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  2j.  dd, 
Maury  {Commande?^)  Physical  Geogi-aphy  of  the  Sea,  and  its 

Meteorology.     New  Edition,  with  Charts  and  Diagrams,  cr.  Svo,  ds. 
Men  of  Mark  :  a  Gallery  of  Contemporary  Portraits  of  tJie  most 

Eminent  Men  of  the  Day,  specially  taken  from  Life.     Complete  in 

Seven  Vols,,  4to,  handsomely  bound,  cloth,  gilt  edges,  i^s.  each. 

Mendelssohn  Family  {TJie),    1729  — 1847.     From   Letters  and 

Journals.     Translated.     New  Edition,  2  vols.,  Svo,  30^". 
Mendelssohn.     See  also  "  Great  Musicians." 
Merrifield's  Nautical  Astronomy.     Crown  Svo,  75.  dd, 

Millard  {If.  B.)  BrigliVs  Disease  of  tJie  Kidneys.     Illustrated. 
Svo,  12/.  dd. 

Mitchell  {p.    G. ;   Ik.  Marvel)    Works.      Uniform   Edition, 
small  Svo,  5/.  each. 


Reveries  of  a  Bachelor. 

Seven  Stories,  Basement  and  Attic. 

Wet  Days  at  Edge  wood. 


Bound  together. 
Doctor  Johns. 
Dream  Life. 
Out-of-Town  Places. 

Mitford  {Mary  Russell)  Our  Village.  With  1 2  full-pape  and  157 
smaller  Cuts.     Cr.  4to,  cloth,  gilt  edges,  2.1s.  \  cheaper  binding,  \os.  dd. 

Mollett  {J.  W.)  Illustrated  Dictionary  of  Words  used  in  Art  and 
Archaeology.  Terms  in  Architecture,  Arms,  Bi'onzes,  Christian  Art, 
Colour,  Costume,  Decoration,  Devices,  Emblems,  Heraldry,  Lace, 
Personal  Ornaments,  Pottery,  Painting,  Sculpture,  &c.    Small  4to,  15J. 

Morley  {H.)  English  liiei'ature  in  the  Reign  of  Victoria. 
2000th  volume  of  the  Tauchnitz  Collection  of  Authors.     iSmo,  2$.  dd. 

Morivood  {V.  S.)   Our  Gipsies  in  City,  Tent,  and  Van.     Svo, 

iSj. 
Muller  {E.)  Noble  Words  and  Noble  Deeds.  By  Philippoteaux. 

Square  imperial  i6mo,  cloth  extra,  'js.  dd.  j  plainer  binding,  5j. 

Music.     See  "  Great  Musicians." 
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ATE  W  Zealand.     See  Bradshaw. 

New  Zealand  Rulers  and  Statesmen.     See  Gisborne. 

Newbiggin's  Sketches  and  Tales.     i8mo,  4^. 

Nicholls  {/.  H.  Kerry)  The  King  Country:  Explorations  in 
New  Zealand.     Many  Illustrations  and  Map.    New  Edition,  8vo,  z\s. 

Nicholson  (C)  Work  and  Workers  of  the  British  Association. 
l2mo,  is. 

Nixoji  {/.)  Complete  Story  of  the  Transvaal.     8vo,  12^.  6d. 

Nordhoff  {C)  Calif ornia,  for  Health,  Pleas  we,  and  Residence, 
New  Edition,  8vo,  with  Maps  and  Illustrations,  \2s.  6(t. 

Northbrook  Gallery.    Edited  by  Lord  Ronald  Govver.     36  Per- 
manent Photographs.     Imperial  4to,  63^.;  large  paper,  105J. 

Nursery   Playmates  {Prince  of ).     217   Coloured  Pictures  for 
Children  by  eminent  Artists.     Folio,  in  coloured  boards,  6s, 


njBRIEN  {R.  B.)   Fifty   Years  of  Concessions  to  Ireland, 
^^     With  a  Portrait  of  T.  Drummond.     Vol.  I.,  16^.  ;  II.,  i^j. 

Onus  {C.  F.)  Fishing  with  the  Fly,    Illustrated.    8vo,  i2J.  dd. 

Our  Little  Ones  in  Heaven.     Edited  by  the  Rev.  H.  Rodhins. 
With  Frontispiece  after  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds.     New  Edition,  55-. 

Owen  {Douglas)  Marine  Insurance  Notes  and  Clauses.     New 
Edition,  14J. 


pALLISER  {Mrs.)  A  History  of  Lace.     New  Edition,  with 

-^        additional  cuts  and  text.     Svo,  2\s. 


The  Chifta    Collector's  Pocket  Companion.     Witli  up- 
wards of  1000  Illustrations  of  Marks  and  Monograms.     Small  Svo,  5.r. 

Pascoe  {C.  E.)  London  of  To- Day.     Illust.,  crown  Svo,  3^.  dd. 

Pharmacopoeia  of  the  United  States  of  America.     Svo,  2i.f. 

Philpot  {H.  J.)  Diabetes  Mellitus.     Crown  Svo,  5^. 

Diet  System.     Three  Tables,  in  cases,  \s.  each. 
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Pinto  {Major  Serpa)  How  I  Crossed  Africa.  With  24  full-page 
and  118  half-page  and  smaller  Illustrations,  13  small  Maps,  and  I  large 
one.     2  vols.,  Svo,  42^. 

Plunkett  {Major  G.  F.)  Primer  of  Orthographic  Projection. 
Elementary  Practical  Solid  Geometry  clearly  explained.     "With  Pro- 
«     blems  and  Exercises.     Specially  adapted  for  Science  and  Art  Classes, 
and  for  Students  who  have  not  the  aid  of  a  Teacher. 

Poe  {E.  A.)  The  Raven.    lilustr.  by  Dore.    Imperial  folio,  635-. 

Poems  of  the  Inner  Life.  Chiefly  from  Modern  Authors. 
Small  Svo,  5^. 

Polar  Expeditio7is.     See  Gilder,  Markham,  McCormick. 

Porter  {Noali)  Elements  of  Moral  Science.     \os.  6d, 

Powell  {W.)  Wanderings  in  a  Wild  Country ;  or,  Three  Years 
among  the  Cannibals  of  New  Britain.     Illustr.,  Svo,  i8j.;  cr.  Svo,  5^. 

Poiver  {Frank)  Letters  from  Khartoum  during  the  Siege. 
Fcap.  Svo,  boards,  is. 

Poyjiter  {Edward/.^  P.A.).     See  "  Illustrated  Text-books." 

Publishers^  Circular  {The),  and  General  Reco7'd  of  British  and 
Foreign  Literature.    Published  on  the  1st  and  15th  of  every  Month,  yi. 


I^EBER  (F.)  History  of  Ancient  Art,     Svo,  iSj-. 

Redford  {G.)  Ancient  Sculpture.     Crown  Svo,  5^". 

Richter  {Dr.  Jea?i  Paul)  Italian  Art  in  the  National  Gallery, 
4to.  Illustrated.     Cloth  gilt,  2/.  2s.',  half-morocco,  uncut,  2^.  12s.  Gd. 

See  also  Leonardo  da  Vinci. 


Riddell  {Mrs.  J.  H.)  See  Low's  Standard  Novels. 

Robin  Hood;  Merry  Adventures  of.     Written  and  illustrated 
by  Howard  Pyle.     Imperial  Svo,  15^. 

Robinson  {Phil.)  In  my  Indian   Garden.     Crown  Svo,   limp 
cloth,  3J.  6d, 
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Robifison  {Phil.)  Indian  Garden  Series.  \s.  6d. ;  boards,  15.  each. 
I.  Chasing  a  Fortune,  &c.  :  Stones.     II.  Tigers  at  Large. 

JSfoaJCs  Ark.   A  Contribution  to  the  Study  of  Unnatural 


History.     Small  post  8vo,  I2J.  dd. 

Simiers  attd  Saints  :  a  Tour  across  the  United  States  of 

America,  and  Round  them.     Crown  8vo,  10s,  6d. 

U?tder  the  Punkah.     Crown  8vo,  limp  cloth,  5 J. 


Rockstro  (IV.  S.)  History  of  Music. 

Rodrigues  {/.    C.)    The  Panama  Canal.     Crown   8vo,  cloth 
extra,  5-5"' 

"A  series  of  remarkable  articles  ...  a  mine  of  valuable  data  for  editors  and 
diplomatists." — New  York  Nation. 

Roland ;  the  Story  of.     Crown  8vo,  illustrated,  ds. 

Rose  {y.)  Complete  Practical  Machinist.  New  Ed.,  1 2mo,  1 2s.  6d. 

Mechanical Draiving.     Illustrated,  small  4to,  ids. 

Rose  Library  (The).    Popular  Literature  of  all  Countries.  Each 
volume,  IJ-. ;  cloth,  2s.  6d.     Many  of  the  Volumes  are  Illustrated — 
Little  Womeii.     By  Louisa  M.  Alcott. 

Little  Women  Wedded.    Forming  a  Sequel  to  "  Little  Women." 
Little  Women  and  Little  W*omen  Wedded,    i  vol. ,  cloth  gilt,3J.  6d, 
Little  Men.    By  L.  M.  Alcott.     2s.  ;  cloth  gilt,  3J.  6d. 

An  Old-Fashioned  Girl.     By  Louisa  M.   Alcott.    2s.',  cloth, 

3^-.  6d. 

Work.  A  Story  of  Experience.    By  L.  M.  Alcott.    y.  6d. ;  2  vols. 
IS.  each. 

Stowe  (Mrs.  H.  B.)  The  Pearl  of  Orr's  Island. 

The  Minister's  Wooing-. 

We  and  our  Neighbours.     2s. ;  clolh  gilt,  6s. 

My  Wife  and  I.     2s. ;  cloth  gilt,  6s. 

Hans  Brinker ;  or,  the  Silver  Skates.     By  Mrs.  DoDGE. 

My  Study  Windows.     By  J.  R.  Lowell. 

The  O-uardian  Angel.     By  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes. 

My  Sum.mer  in  a  Garden.     By  C.  D.  Warner. 

Dred.    By  Mrs.  Beecher  Stowe.    2s.;  cloth  gilt,  3^.  6^/. 

Farm  Ballads.    By  Will  Carleton.  ''^ 

Farm  Festivals.     By  Will  Carleton. 
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Rose  Library  [The) — continued. 

Parm  Leg-ends.    By  Will  Carleton. 

The  Clients  of  Dr.  Bernag-ius.     3^.  6d.  ;  2  parts,  is.  each. 

The  Undiscovered  Country.    By  W.  D.  Hovvells.    3^.  6d.  and  is. 

Baby  Rue.     By  C.  M.  Clay.     3.f.  6d.  and  is. 

The  Rose  in  Bloom.     By  L.  M.  Alcott.     2s.  ;  cloth  gilt,  3^.  6d. 

Eig-ht  Cousins.     By  L.  M.  Alcott.     2s.  ;  cloth  gilt,  3^.  6d. 

Under  the  Lilacs.     By  L.  M.  Alcott.     2s.  ;  also  3J-.  6d. 

Silver  Pitchers.     By  Louisa  M.  Alcott.     3^.  6ci.  and  is. 

Jimmy's    Cruise    in    the    "Pinafore,"    and   other   Tales.       By 
Louisa  ]\L  Alcott.    2j.j  cloth  gilt,  3^.  6d. 

Jack  and  Jill.    By  Louisa  M.  Alcott.    5j.;  2s. 

Hitherto.    By  the  Author  of  the  "  Gay worthys."    2  vols.,  U.each; 
I  vol.,  cloth  gilt,  3^.  6ci. 

Friends  :  a  Duet.     By  E.  Stuart  Phelps.     3J.  6d. 

A  Gentleman  of   Leisure.     A   Novel.    By  Edgar   Fawcett. 
3 J.  6d. ;  is. 

The  Story  of  Helen  Troy.    3^.  6d. ;  also  is. 

Ross  {Mars  ;  and  Stoneheiver  Cooper)  Highlands  of  Cantahria  ; 
or,  Three  Days  from  England.     Illustrations  and  Map,  8vo,  2IJ. 

Round  the  Yule  Log:  Norwegian  Folk  and  Fairy  Tales. 
Translated  from  the  Norwegian  of  P.  CiiR.  Asbjornsen.  With  100 
Illustrations  after  drawings  by  Norwegian  Artists,  and  an  Introduction 
by  E.  W   Gosse.     Impl.  i6mo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  yj.  dd.  and  ^s. 

Rousselet  {Louis)  Son  of  the  Constable  of  France.  Small  post 
8vo,  numerous  Illustrations,  5J. 

King  of  the  Tigers  :  a  Story  of  Central  India.  Illus- 
trated.    Small  post  8vo,  gilt,  6j.  ;  plainer,  5^. 


Drummer  Boy.     Illustrated.     Small  post  8vo,  ^s. 


Rowbotham  {F.)  Trip  to  Prairie  Land.     The  Shady  Side  of 
Emigration.     5J. 

Russell  (  W.  Clark)  English   Channel  Ports  and  the   Estate 
of  the  East  and  West  India  Dock  Company.     Crown  8vo,  is. 


JacUs  Courtship.     3  vols.,  315'.  6^.;  i  vol.,  ds. 
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Russell  {IF.  Clark)  The  Lady  Maud.     3  vols.,  31X.  6^.;  i  vol., 
6j-. 

Little  Loo.     New  Edition,  small  post  8vo,  6j. 


My   Watch  Beloiu ;   or.  Yarns  Spun  when  off  Duty, 

Small  post  8vo,  6s. 

Sailor's  Language.     Illustrated.     Crown  8vo,  35'.  dd. 

Sea  Queen.     3  vols.,  31^".  6^.;  i  vol.,  6j-. 


Strange  Voyage.     Nautical  Novel.    3  vols.,  crown  8vo, 

■lis.  6d. 
Wreck  of  the  Grosvenor.     4to,  sewed,  6d. 

See  also  Low's  Standard  Novels. 


O A/NTS  and  their  Symbols :  A  Companion  in  the  Churches 
*^     and  Picture  Galleries  of  Europe.    Illustrated.     Royal  i6mo,  y.  6J. 

Salisbury  {Lord)  Life  and  Speeches.  By  F.  S.  Pulling,  M.A. 
With  Photogravure  Portrait  of  Lord  Salisbury.  2  vols.,  crown  8vo, 
2 1  J.  • 

Saunders  {A.)  Our  Domestic  Birds :  Poultry  in  England  and 
New  Zealand.     Crown  8vo,  ds. 

Scherr{Prof  J  ^  Llistory  of  English  Literature.   Cr.  Svo,  8^.  6d. 

Schley.   Rescue  of  Greely.    Maps  and  Illustrations,  Svo,  1 2s.  6d, 

Schuyler  {Eugene).  The  Life  of  Peter  the  Great.  By  Eugene 
Schuyler,  Author  of  "Turkestan."     2  vols.,  Svo,  32^. 

Schweinfurth  {Georg)  Heart  of  Africa.  Three  Years'  Travels 
and  Adventures  in  the  Unexplored  Regions  of  Central  Africa,  from 
1868  to  1871.     Illustrations  and  large  Map.     2  vols.,  crown  Svo,  I5jr. 

Scott  {Leader)  Renaissance  of  Art  in  Ltaly.     4to,  31^".  dd. 

Sea,  Ri7>er,  and  Creek.  By  Garboard  Streyke.  The  Eastern 
Coast.     i2mo,  \s. 

Senior  {W.)  Waterside  Sketches.    Imp.  32mo,  1^.6^.,  boards,  ij". 

Shadbolt  and  Mackinnon^s  South  African  Campaign,  1879. 
Containing  a  portrait  and  l)iography  of  every  officer  who  lost  his 
life.     4to,  handsomely  bound,  2/.  \os. 


26  Sampson  Low,  Marston,  ^  Co.^s 

Shadbolt  (S.  H.')  Afghan  Campaig7is  of  1878— 1880.  By 
Sydney  Shadbolt.     2  vols.,  royal  quarto,  cloth  extra,  3/. 

Shakespeare.  Edited  by  R.  Grant  White.  3  vols.,  crown 
8vo,  gilt  top,  36j-.  ;  edition  de  luxe,  6  vols.,  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6^s. 

Shakespeare.     See  also  White  (R.  Grant). 

"  Shooting  Niagara  ;'  or,  The  Last  Days  of  Caiicusia,  By  the 
Author  of  "The  New  Democracy."     Small  post  Svo,  boards,  \s, 

Sidney  {Sir  Philip)  Arcadia.     New  Edition,  ds. 

Siegfried :  The  Story  of.     Illustrated,  crown  Svo,  cloth,  6j. 

Sinclair  (Mrs.)  Indigenoits  Flowers  of  the  Hawaiian  Lslands. 
44  Plates  in  Colour.     Imp.  folio,  extra  binding,  gilt  edges,  31  J.  dd. 

Sir  Roger  de  Coverley.  Re-imprinted  from  the  "  Spectator." 
With  125  Woodcuts  and  special  steel  Frontispiece.    Small  fcap.  4to,  6s. 

Smith  (G.)  Assyrian  Explorations  and  Discoveries.  Illustrated 
by  Photographs  and  Woodcuts.     New  Edition,  demy  Svo,  \%s. 

The  Chaldean  Account  of  Genesis.  With  many  Illus- 
trations. 16^.  New  Edition,  revised  and  re-written  by  Professor 
Sayce,  Queen's  College,  Oxford.     Svo,  iSj. 

Smith  {J.  Moyr)  Ancient  Greek  Female  Costimie.  112  full- 
page  Plates  and  other  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  ^s.  6d. 

Hades  of  Ardenne :  a  Visit  to  the  Caves  of  Han.    Crown 


Svo,  Illustrated,  5^. 

Legendary  Studies^  and  other  Sketches  for  Decorative 


Figure  Panels.     7^-.  6d. 

Wooing  of  ^thra.     Illustrated.     3 2 mo,  i^. 


Smith  {Sydney)  Life  and  Times.     By  Stuart  J.  Reid.     Illus- 
trated.    Svo,  2.\S. 

S?nith  {T.  Roger)    Architecture^  Gothic  and  Renaissance.     Il- 
lustrated, crown  Svo,  5^. 


-— — Classic  and  Early  Christian, 

Illustrated.     Crown  Svo,  5^. 

Smith  {W.  R.)  Laws  concerning  Public  Health.     Svo,  31J.  dd. 
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Sojiierset  {Lady  H.)  Our  Village  Life.  Words  and  Illustrations. 
Thirty  Coloured  Plates,  royal  4to,  fancy  covers,  5^. 

Spanish  and  French  Artists.  By  Gerard  Smith.  (Poynter's 
Art  Text-books.)     5^. 

Spiers^  French  Dictionary.  29th  Edition,  remodelled.  2  vols., 
8vo,  \%s.\  half  bound,  zis. 

Spry  {W.J.  J.,  R.N.)  Cruise  of  H.M.S.  ''  Challenger."  With 
many  Illustrations.  6th  Edition,  Svo,  cloth,  iSs.  Cheap  Edition, 
crown  Svo,  7^.  6(/. 

Spyri  {J  oh?)  Heidi's  Early  Experiences  :  a  Story  for  Children 
and  those  who  love  Children.     Illustrated,  small  post  Svo,  4J.  ^d. 

HeidVs  Further  Experiences.  Illust.,  sm.  post  Svo,  4^.  dd. 

Stanley  {H.  Af.)  Congo ,  and  Founding  its  Free  State.  Illustrated, 
2  vols. ,  Svo,  42J. 


—  Holu  L Found  Livingsto7ie.  Svo,  105'.  dd.  ;  cr.  Svo,  "js.  6d. 


Throifgh  the  Dark  Contine7it.     Crown  Svo,  1 2s.  6d. 

Stenhouse  {Mrs.)  An  Englishwoman  i?t  Utah.   Crown  Svo,  2s.  6d. 

Stevens  {E.  W.)  Fly-Fishing  in  Maine  Lakes.     Zs.  6d.    * 

Stockton  {Frank  F.)    The  Story  of    Viteau.      With   16  page 
Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  5^. 

Stoker  {Bram)  Under  the  Sunset.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

Stowe  {Mrs.  Beecher)  Dred.  Cloth,  gilt  edges,  35.  dd.)  boards,  2s. 

Little  Foxes.     Cheap  Ed.,  i^. ;  Library  Edition,  45'.  6d. 

My  Wife  and  L.     Small  post  Svo,  6s. 

Old  Tow7i  Folk.     6s. ;  Cheap  Edition,  ^s. 

Old  Toivn  Fireside  Stories.     Cloth  extra,  35-.  6d. 

We  and  our  Neighbours.     Small  post  Svo,  6s. 

■  Poganuc  People :  their  Loves  a?td  Lives.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

Chimney  Corner,     is. ;  cloth,  \s.  6d. 

See  also  Rose  Library. 


28  Sampson  LoWy  Mars  ton,  &*  Co.^s 

Sullivan  {A.  M.)  Nutshell  History  of  Ireland.  Paper  boards,  dd, 

Sutton  (A.  K.)  A  J3  C  Digest  of  the  Bankruptcy  Law,    8vo, 
3J,  and  2s.  6d, 


7AINE  {H.  A.)  "Zes  Origines  de  la  France  Contemporaine^' 
I'ranslated  by  John  Durand. 

I.  The  Ancient  Regrime.     Demy  Svo,  cloth,  i6j. 

II.  The  French  Revolution.     Vol.  i .       do. 

III.  Do.  do.  Vol.2.        do. 

IV.  Do.  do.  Vol.  3.         do. 

Talbot  (^Ho7i.  £.)  A  Letter  on  Emigration,     is. 

Tauclmitz's    English    Editions    of  German   Authors,      Each 
volume,  cloth  flexible,  2j.  ;  or  sewed,  \s.  6d.    (Catalogues  post  free.) 

Tauchnitz  (Bi)  Gei'man  and  E?iglish  Dictionary.    2s. ;  paper, 
IS,  6d.  ;  roan,  2s.  6d. 

French  and  English  Dictionary,      2s. ;  paper,  is.  6d. ; 

roan,  2s.  6d. 

Italian  and  English  Dictionary.     2s. ;  paper,  is.  6d, ; 

roan,  2s.  6d. 

— — —  Spanish  and  English.     2s. ;  paper,  i^.  6d.  j  roan,  2s.  6d. 


laylor  ( W.  M.)  Paul  the  Missionary.     Crown  Svo,  75".  dd. 
Thausing  {Prof.)  Mali  and  the  Fabrication  of  Beer.     Svo,  4^s. 
Theakston  (J/.)  British  Angling  Flies.   Illustrated.    Cr.  Svo,  5j-. 

Thomson  (JV.)  Algebra  for  Colleges  and  Schools.  With  nu- 
merous Examples.     Svo,  5j".,  Key,  \s.  td. 

Thomson  {/os.)  Throttgh  Masai  Land.     Illustrations  and  Maps. 

2 1  J. 
Thoreaii.     America7i  Men  of  Letters.     Crown  Svo,  2s.  6d. 

Tolhausen  {Alexandj'e)    Gi'and    Supplement    du  Dictionnaii-e 

Technologique.     3^'.  dd. 

Tristram  {Pcv.  Canon)  Pathways  of  Palestine  :  A  Descriptive 
Tour  through  the  Holy  Land.  First  Series.  Illustrated  by  44  Per- 
manent Photographs.  2  vols.,  folio,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  31J.  6d,  each. 
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Trollope  {^Anthony)  Thompson  JIall.     is. 

Troviholt  (S.)   Under  the  Rays  of  the  Aurora  Bo  real  is.     By 
C.  SiEWERS.     Photographs  and  Portraits.     2  vols.,  8vo,  30?. 

Tunis.     See  Reid. 

Turner  {Edward)  Studies  in  Russian  Literature,    Cr.  8vo,  Zs.  6d. 


TJNION fack  (The),    Every  Bofs  Paper.     Edited  by  G. 
^      Henty.      Profusely  lUustrated  with   Coloured  and  other  Pla 


A. 

Plates 
Vol.  I.,  6s.     Vols.  II.,  III.,  IV.,  7 J.  6c/.  each. 


Jy^ASILI  {Count)  Berlin  Society.     Translated.     Cown  8vo, 
*^      6s. 

World  of  London  {La  Socitle  de  Londres).    Translated. 


Crown  8vo,  6s. 

Velazquez  and  Murillo.  By  C.  B.  Curtis.  With  Original 
Etchings.     Royal  Svo,  3IJ.  6d.\  large  paper,  63J. 

Victoria  {Queen)  Life  of  By  Grace  Greenwood.  With 
numerous  Illustrations.     Small  post  Svo,  6s. 

Vincent  {Mrs.  Lfoward)  Forty  Thousand  Miles  over  Land  and 
Water.  With  Illustrations  engraved  under  the  direction  of  Mr.  II. 
Blackburn.    2  vols,  crown  Svo,  2.1s. 

Viollet-le-Duc  {£.)  Lectures  on  Architecture.  Translated  by 
Benjamin  Bucknai.l,  Architect.  With  33  Steel  Plates  and  200 
Wood  Engravings.  Super-royal  Svo,  leather  back,  gilt  top,  2  vols.,  3/.  3^. 

Vivian  {A.  P.)  Wanderings  in  the  Western  Land.  3rd  Ed.,  loi-.  6d. 


BOOKS   BY   JULES   VERNE. 


La^bqb  Cbowk  8vo. 


WORKS. 


2^0,000  leagues    under  the  Sea 

Farts  I.  and  II 

Hector  Servadac 

The  Fur  Country 

The  Earth,  to  the  Moon  and  a  Trip 

round  it 

Michael  Strogoff 

Dick  Sands,  the  Boy  Captain  . 
Five  Weeks  in  a  Balloon  .  . 
Adventures  of  Three  Englishmen 

and  Three  Eusaians  .  .  . 
Bound  the  World  in  Eighty  Bays 

A  Floating  City 

The  Blockade  Bunners  .  .  . 
Dr.  Ox's  Experiment  .... 
A  Winter  amid  the  Ice  .  .  . 
Survivors  of  the  "  Chancellor  " 

Hartin  Faz 

The  Mysterious  Island,  3  vols. : — 
I.  Dropped  from  the  Clouds 

II.  Ahandoned 

III.  Secret  of  the  Island  .     . 
The  Child  of  the  Cavern  .     .    . 
The  Begum's  Fortune      .    .    . 
The  Tribulations  of  a  Chinaman 
The  Steam  House,  2  vols. : — 
I.  Demon  of  Cawnpore   .    . 

II.  Tigers  and  Traitors  .  , 
The  Giant  Baft,  2  vols.  :— 

I.  800  Leagues  on  the  Amazo!i 

II.  The  Cryptogram    .    .    . 

The  Green  Bay 

Godfrey  Morgan 

Kiraban  the  Inflexible : — 

I.  Captain  of  the  ''  Guidara  " 

II.  Scarpante  the  Spy .  .  , 
The  Archipelago  on  Fire .  .  . 
The  Vanished  Diamond   .    .    . 


( Containing  350  to  600  pp. 
<       and  from  50  to  100 
I  full-page  illustrations. 


In  very 
handsome 
cloth  bind- 
ing, gilt 
edges. 
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binding, 
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edges. 


s.    d. 
5    0 


3  6 
3  6 
3     6 


3     6 

10    6 
3     6 


Containing  the  whole  of  the 
text  with  some  illustrations. 


In  cloth 

binding,  gilt 

edges, 

smaller 

type. 

s.     d. 

3     6 

3     6 

3     6 

r  2  vols.,  "^ 
1 2s.  ea.  J 

3     6 

3     6 
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2     0 

2    0 

C    2     0 

^20 
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(20       : 

\    2    0 
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2    0 
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Coloured  boards. 


2  vols.,  Is.  each, 

2  vols.,  Is.  each. 

3  vols.,  Is.  each. 

2  vols.,  Is.  each. 

2  vols.,  Is.  each. 

2  vols.,  Is.  each. 

Is.  Od. 

1    0 


2  vols.,  Is.  each. 
Is.  Od. 
3    0 


1  0 

1  0 

1  0 

1  0 

1  0 

1  0 


Oblibbated  Travels  and  Teavellehs.   3  vols.   8vo,  GOO  pp.,  100  full-page  illustrations,  12*.  6d.  j 
gilt  edges,  14s.  each :— (1)   The  Explohation  op  the  Wokld.     (2)  The  Gseat  NAviaATOBS  0» 
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lyW'AHL   (JV.    II.)    Galvafioplastic    Afaiiipulation  for    the 
'^ '^       Electro- Plater.     8vo,  35^. 

Wallace  (Z.)  Befi  Hur:  A  Tale  of  the  Christ.     Crown  Z^'C,  6^-. 

Waller  {Rev.  C.  H.)  The  Names  on  the  Gates  of  Pearly 
and  other  Studies.     New  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  6.7. 

A  Grammar  and  Analytical  Vocabulary  of  the  Words  in 

the  Greek  Testament.  Compiled  from  Briider's  Concordance.  For 
the  use  of  Divinity  Students  and  Greek  Testament  Classes.  Part  I. 
Grammar.    Small  post  Svo,  cloth,  2s.  6d.    Part  II.  Vocabulary,  2s.  6d. 

Adoption   and    the    Covenant.      Some   Thoughts   on 

Confirmation.     Super-royal  i6mo,  cloth  limp,  2j.  dd. 

Silver  Sockets ;    and   other   Shadows   of  Redemption. 


Sermons  at  Christ  Church,  Hampstead.     Small  post  Svo,  6^. 

Walton  {Iz.)  Wallet  Book,  CloIoLXXXV.     21s.',  1.  p.  42s. 

Walton  (T.  H.)  Coal  Mining.     With  Illustrations.     4to,  25^. 

Warder  {G.  W.)  Utopian  Dreams  a  fid  Lotus  Leaves.     Crown 
8vo,  6s. 

Warner  (C.    Z>.)   My  Summer  in  a  Garden.      Boards,    is,\ 
leatherette,  \s.  6d. ;  cloth,  2s. 

Warren  {W.  R.)  Paradise  Round;  the  North  Pole  the  Cradle 
of  the  Human  Race.     Illustrated.     Crown  Svo,  12s.  6d.  • 

Washington  Irving' s  Little  Britain.     Square  crown  Svo,  ^s. 

Watson  {P.  B.)  Marcus  Aurelius  Antoninus.    Portr.    Svo,  155". 

Webster.     (American  Men  of  Letters.)     iSmo,  2s.  6d. 

Weir  {Harrison)  Animal  Stories,  Old  and  Neiv,  told  in  Pic- 

tures  and  Prose.     Coloured,  &c.,  Illustrations.     56  pp.,  4to,  5j-. 
Wells  {H.  P.)  Rly  Rods  and  Rly  Tackle.    Illustrated.     loj-.  dd. 

Wheatley  {H.  B)  a7td  Delamoite  {P.  H.)  Art  Work  in  Porce- 
lain.     Large  Svo,  2s.  6d. 

Art  Work  in  Gold  and  Silver.     Modern.     Large  Svo, 

2s.  6d. 

Handbook  of  Decorative  Art.     \qs.  6d. 


Whisperings.    Poems.    Small  post  Svo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges, 
3J.  dd. 

White  (R.  Grant)  Englaiid  Without  ajid  Within.     Crown  Svo, 
loj-.  6d. 

Every -day  English.     Crown  Svo,  105.  dd. 

• Studies  in  Shakespeare,     Crown  Svo,  io.f.  6^,  '; 
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White  {R.  Grant)  Fate  of  Mansfield  Humphreys,  the  Episode  of 
Mr.  Washington  Adams  in  Ens/land,  an  Apology,  &c.    Crown  8vo,  6i'. 

Words  and  their  uses.     New  Edit.,  crown  8vo,  10^.6^. 

Whittier  {/.  G.)  The  King's  Missive,  and  later  Poe7ns.     i8mo, 
choice  parchment  cover,  3^-.  dd. 

TJie    Whittier  BirtJiday   Book.       Extracts    from    the 

Author's  writings,  with  Portrait  and  Illustrations.     Uniform  with  the 
' '  Emerson  Birthday  Look."     Square  1 6mo,  very  choice  binding.  3.;.  6./. 

Life  of.    By  R.  A.  Underwood.    Cr.  8  vo,  cloth,  i  os.  6d. 


Williams  {C.  F.)  Tariff  Laivs  of  the  United  States.    8vo,  \qs.  6d. 

Williams  {II.  JV.)  Diseases  of  the  Eye.     8vo,  21s. 

Wills,  A  Few  Hints  on  Proving,  without  Professional  Assistance, 
l>y  a  Probate  Court  Official.  8th  Edition,  revised,  with  Forms 
of  Wills,  Residuary  Accounts,  &c.     Fcap.  8vo,  cloth  limp,  is. 

Wimbledon  {Viscount)  Life  and  Times,  1628-38.  By  C. 
Dalton.    2  vols.,  8vo,  30J. 

Witthaus  {R.  A.)  Medical  Student's  Chemistry.     8vo,  ids. 

Woodbury,  History  of  Wood  Engraving.    Illustrated.    8vo,  iSi. 

Woolsey  {C.  D.,  LL.D.)  Introduction  to  tJie  Study  of  Inter- 
national  Law.     5th  Edition,  demy  8vo,  18.;. 

Woolson  {Constance  F.)     See  "  Low's  Standard  Novels." 

Wright  {H.)  Friendship  of  God.    Portrait,  &c.     Crown  8vo,  6s. 

Written  to  Order  ;  the  Journey  in gs  of  an  Irresponsible  Egotist. 
Crown  8vo,  6j. 


'yPIARTE  (Charles)  Florence:  its  History.     Translated  by 

■^     C.  B.   Pitman.     Illustrated  with  500  Engravings.     Large  imperial 
4to,  extra  binding,  gilt  edges,  63J. ;  or  12  Parts,  5^-.  each. 

History ;  the  Medici ;  the  Humanists  ;  letters  ;  arts  ;  the  Renai-;sance  ; 
illustrious  Florentines;  Etruscan  art;  monuments;  sculpture;  painting. 
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CROWN  BUILDINGS,  i83,  FLEET  STREET,  E.G. 
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